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A story by Earle Schell 



“You know,” Jack Warren said, “this may be our last weekend up here. The snows will 
be starting any day now and we won't be able to use the road from the highway to the 
cabin. We'll have to find some other place to meet." 4 Margaret Church stretched 
langorously, luxuriating in the softness of the deep pile rug beneath her, in the warmth 
radiating from the open fireplace, and in the voluptuous lassitude that follows the 
spending of oneself in the heedless headlong violence of physical passion. The leap¬ 
ing flames made a fantastic harlequinade of light and shadow over her nude body, now 
highlighting the turn of a shoulder or the broad sweeping curve of hip and thigh; now 
throwing into bold relief the exquisite profile, the perfert modeling of a superb breast; 
or again, threading through the deep rich red of her hair a vagrant glint of pure gold. 
4 Propped on one elbow, Jack Warren studied with a connoisseur's appreciative eye 
the shadowed hollows and bold sensuous masses of her magnificent body. He, too, 
was naked. Behind the pair, pools of darkness lay on the white rug—the circular blots 
made by the clothing they had discarded in their passionate approach to the oasis of 
warmth and light and love provided by the blazing fire Jack nad built on their first 
entering the cabin. <J Margaret sighed. “I suppose I could actually go to Philadelphia. 
You could join me there." <J "Too risky " Jack objected. "Too many people there 
who know us both. What do you suppose would happen if Gordon should catch us?" 
4 “I'd have to go back to taking dictation and running footraces with the boss- 
making sure, of course, that I ran slow enough to let him catch me once in a while. I’m 
not very good at dictation." She laughed at the picture her words evoked. “And you, 
my friend would be without your one big account and scratching like hell to keep from 
going bankrupt." Jack made a wry grimace. "It seems that you and I are the last 




person* on earth who should be partners 
in adultery.” 

“Oh, don’t worn' about Cordon, He’s so 
damn purr and noble himself, he’d never 
suspect his wife of having an affair with 
anyone let alone the head of the agency 
that handles his advertising. As far as he 
knows. I’m spending the weekend in Phila¬ 
delphia with my dear old school chum* 
Bridget Hayes.” 

Idly, Jack traced with one finger the 
shallow trough that ran from the separa* 
tion of her breasts to the dimple swell of 
her belly. “Suppose he checked?” 

Margaret shmgeed. “Why should he? 
Bridge and I really are friends of long 
standing and she visits me in New York 
all the time. So it’s only natural that I 
should return the compliment from time 
to time. Besides, Bridge and I have worked 
out a little system of mutual aid. She 
covers for me and. when she feels like 
kicking over the traces, I do the same for 
her.” 

“God!* What chance does a man have 
against the deviousness of the female? Re¬ 
mind me never to get married.” 

“You’re too damned selfish to get mar¬ 
ried,” she retorted, quivering pleasurably 
as he trailed his fingertips lightly along her 
thighs, “You’ve evaded marriage success¬ 
fully for—what? Forty years?” 

“Forty-two.” 

She smiled, recognizing the perverse 
vanity of his ready admission. “You never 
He about your age, do you?” 

“Why should I? It f s my greatest asset” 
His hand paused. “Women aren’t unduly 
moved by the fact that a boy of twenty-five 
has the body of an athlete. But let that 
same body belong to a man of fortv-two—* M 
his thick brows went up lending his 
ruggedly handsome features a sardonic ex¬ 
pression—“and that’s something else again. 
Women prefer lovers with knowledge and 
experience—two qualifications it takes years 
to acquire. So let them encounter a man 
who not only has the desired qualifications, 
hut also the vigor and physical attractive¬ 
ness to implement them, and they begin 
to get ideas.” He resumed his stroking, the 
palm of his hand just barely grazing her 
skin, sending tremors of pleasure through¬ 
out her body. “And when, besides all that, 
he happens to he utterly corrupt, as I am, 
they find him absolutely irresistible.” He 
grinned. “Well, you ought to know.” 

“You conceited bastard!” 

His caresses became suddenly insistent 
and more daring. Catching her lower lip 
between her teeth, she closed her eyes and 
drew her breath in sharply. 

“You are,” she insisted, cupping her 
hands at the back of his neck, drawing 
him to her, her soft ample mouth opening 
in hunger anticipation of his kiss. “You’re 
a no-good bastard and I’m a no-good bitch.” 

With shocking suddenness a square of 
light blossomed on the ceiling. In consterna- 
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tion they watched it swing across the room 
and slide down the far wall, to disappear 
abruptly as a dip in the mountain road 
cut of! the headlight beam. 

Jack leaped to his feet and pulled 
Margaret to hers. “Grab both our clothes 
and get into the bedroom. Hum*! That 
car will be here in a matter of minutes.” 

Jack ran, stark naked, out to the service 
porch that was built off the kitchen and 
plucked a stepladder from its place against 
the wall. He reached the bedroom with it 
before Margaret had put on anything more 
than her panties. 

“No time for that,” Jack said, flinging 
open the door of the clothes closet. “There’s 
a trapdoor in the ceiling of this closet that 
opens into a loft between the ceiling and 
the roof of the cabin. You won’t be able 
to stand upright in there, hut it won’t be 
for long. Oh, God!” he groaned* noting the 
distance from the top of the ladder to the 
ceiling, “you’ll never he able to pull your¬ 
self up the rest of the way. Here, give me 
a hand.” He pulled a chest of drawers away 
from the w'all and started pushing it into 
the closet* 

“I won’t go up there,” Margaret said, 
even as she helped him with the chest. 
“It’ll be cold and dark. There aren’t even 
any windows. Fm afraid of the dark.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” he snapped. He opened 
the ladder on top of the chest of drawers, 
climbed up, then grabbing Margaret’s hand, 
pulled her up beside him. “There’s nothing 
up there except some old magazines and 
boxes of hooks. You can’t wait outside for 
him to leave—you’d freeze to death.” 
Reaching overhead, he displaced a section 
of the knotty pine ceiling so closely fitted 
in place that no one, without a close in¬ 
spection, would have suspected the existence 
of a trapdoor. 

Margaret stared at the black hole. The 
unhealed air of the bedroom hardened the 
nipples of her nude breasts, pebbled her 
skin with goose-flesh. But it w r asn’t the cold 
alone that accounted for the violence of 
the shudder that shook her entire body. “I 
can’t,” she wailed, her voice breaking on 
the edge of panic* 

“You’ve got to.” He pitched her clothes 
up into the loft. “If you think that car 
out there is being driven by anyone but 
your husband, you’re crazy. Something’s 
gone wrong. He knows. Or at least he sus¬ 
pects, And if he’s disturbed enough to drive 
up here at this time of night, then he’s a 
cinch to insist on searching the place. Now, 
you have a choice, but make up your mind 
quick: you can endure a few moments’ dis¬ 
comfort, or you can throw away beyond 
recovery the security and luxury you mar¬ 
ried Gordon for in the first place.” 

Jack’s words had the desired effect. 
Margaret climbed the ladder. 

“Whatever you do, don’t lose your head,” 
he cautioned as her long bare legs disap¬ 
peared into the darkness. “You can’t open 


the trapdoor from the attic anyway, so 
don’t try. And for Cod’s sake, don’t make a 
sound until I do open it. T’ll get rid of 
Gordon as fast as I can. Now. pull this 
ladder up so he won’t get any ideas. You 
can use it to sit on.” 

The expected knock at the door sounded 
while he was replacing the trapdoor. “I'll 
never make it/’ he told himself despair¬ 
ingly, jumping down and wrestling the 
chest of drawers out of the closet. Despite 
the lack of heat in the bedroom the per¬ 
spiration was running down his face and 
trickling unpleasantly down chest and sides, 
slithering the length of his legs. His breath 
whistled in his lungs. “God! hut I’m out 
of shape,” he thought as he jammed the 
heavy piece of furniture against the wall, 
grabbed a terry cloth robe from the closet 
and, wrapped it around him, went to answer 
the knock which had by now become a 
demanding impatient pounding. His heart 
beating wildly, he snapped on the lights, 
crossing the living room, then after pausing 
to draw* a few deep breaths in an effort 
to slow down his racing pulse, finally 
opened the door. 

“Gordon!” he exclaimed, feigning aston¬ 
ishment. “What are you doing here?” 

Gordon Church stepped inside. HU 
glasses fogged up immediately, making him 
look blind and defenseless. He removed 
them and held them in his gloved hand, 
the unaccustomed nakedness of his face 
heightening the impression of vulnerability. 
His harried blue eyes nervously swept the 
room, then returned to Jack, taking note 
of his labored breathing. 

“I—I had to make sure—see for my- 
self,” he croaked. Customarily soft-spoken, 
deliberate, and formal in his speech, his 
voice issued from deep in his throat, harsh 
and agitated. “Where’s Margaret?” 

“Margaret?” Jack echoed blankly. “Last 
I heard, she was going to Philadelphia for 
the weekend.” 

“She’s not there.” 

“Look, Gordon, I’ve been doing pushups 
and deep knee bends and I’m all swTated 
up. Let’s move over hv the fire. Damn if 
I want to catch cold.” He walked to the 
fireplace, turned his back to the heat. He 
spread his arms in a gesture meant to 
convey his bewilderment. “If Margaret isn’t 
in Philadelphia / certainly wouldn’t have 
the foggiest notion of where she is. Why 
should I?” 

His glasses now' clear of moisture, Gordon 
replaced them, first taking off his black 
homburg. He stared uncertainly a! the 
younger man. Church was tall, gaunt of 
face and frame, with abundant white hair 
sweeping high off a wide dignified fore¬ 
head. He was fifty, almost double the age 
of his wife. 

“This afternoon I received a visitor. We’d 
never met before although our wives are 
friends of long standing, and since he was 
(Continued on page 42) 
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that glamour photo¬ 
graphers dream about: black 
hair, green eyes, barely 
five-four, and a nice 38*22*36 
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An article that asks the question: ivho is the master of the race? 


By W. B. Bennett 


MUCH OF HISTORY is written in the blood of crusaders who 
fought and died for some noble cause*. Almost unsung, how¬ 
ever* are those brave men who have battled in the behalf of 
all mankind believing that the male is, or at least should he, 
the master of the race. 

It is true that many of us have lamented the female’s 
recent rise to power, but few have struck out forcefully to 
assert their rights or decry the wrong. One who did was a 
man named Loki Lu, and for his actions he was sentenced 
to death in 1922. True, his actions were lamentable, hut he 
probably meant well, and his case should remain an inspira¬ 
tion (if a bad one! to the rest of us who are weak both in 
flesh and spirit. 

Loki Lu had served as number one houseboy to the tall 
blonde wife of a British shipping magnate, in Hong Kong, 
for almost fifteen years. He was known in that colony’s 
impeccable society as one of the best of his breed, and both 
his blonde master f mistress would not be appropriate here) 
and her two teenage daughters continually sang his praises to 
their guests and friends. 

There was no service that Loki Lu would not perform, 
faithful “boy’’ that he was, and this the blonde matron at¬ 
tributed to the fact that he had been trained most carefully 
during the years following his acquisition at age fifteen. She 
later boasted to a stunned court that for years he had staved 
up night and day to care for her on those monthly occasions 
when Madame was “ill.” He even massaged her bare back 
whenever it bothered her, and was trusted with ha tiling her 
“babies.” Despite the fact that both Madame’s and her babies’ 
backs, if one may judge from news photos, were curved 
so as to tempt an iceberg, Loki Lu’s little hands never once 
went astray. He was, it seemed, a monument to dependability 
and self-control. 

Came the day, however, (the one just after his thirtieth 
birthday, to be exact) that he suddenly plunged the entire 
colony into a atato of shock. Apparently Loki Lu had spent 

10/gentleman 


his birthday reflecting upon his life to date, and had decided 
that a violent change was in order. On that bright morning, 
the sponsor of the household being away at sea and the two 
daughters at school, Loki Lu tied his beloved employer- 
teacher-master to the bed in her own room and proceeded 
to outrage her with what she subsequently decided was five 
acts of rape. 

To say the least. Motlarne's teachings had failed some¬ 
where along the line. 

The court and the blonde matron’s social set were at a loss 
to explain the motivation for Loki Lu’s sudden mutiny, 
especially after it was discovered that he had several girl 
friends whom he knew intimately and not infrequently. But 
it would appear that there was nothing really complicated 
about it—Loki Lu had finally revolted against his enslave- 
ment to three women, and something within him—call it 
maleness—suddenly erupted. He must have known what it 
was all going to cost him for he made no struggle when 
the police came. He shed no light on the affair afterwards, 
but it could have only been a matter of pushing a man 
beyond his biological/psychological limits. 

The writer witnessed a slightly similar incident during 
the Korean War. He and a fellow enlisted man, an Ohio poet, 
were entrenched in a booth with two luscious (i.e., 1.000 yen) 
members of a fifty-woman cabaret-house in southern Japan: 
the poet with a beautiful but maddening little thing called 
Kadie, and the writer with what looked, at least, to be her 
mother. 

At least at first. Kadie must have seemed to the p*»et a 
welcome relief from the just too putty-like Japanese cabaret 
girls. She was full of little taunts, all calculated, I could 
see. to goad the poet into anger. He saw' only coyness in 
her antics, however, and as the evening advanced it was 
clear that he had settled on Kadie for the night. 

After wc were kimono clad and down at the hath, a splendid 
tiled room with a gondola-shaped tub designed to aecommo- 




date ten people* I noticed that the poet was still getting 
a considerable amount of chafes, ribbing and verbal jabs 
from the woman. In a word, she was being bitchy. Mine, 
obviously an old-line conservative, was preoccupied only 
with the customary back-scrubbing, soap-caressing, cooing 
method of love preliminaries 

After putting up with her sassinesa, the poet made love 
to his woman. And after that, he simply slapped the hell out 
of her. 

On the way back to Gl-ville the poet offered no explana¬ 
tion, but none w*ns needed. He had simply gotten his fill and 
decided to reestablish what he felt was the traditional and 
proper male-female relationship. 

Ordinarily, the modern American man has nut been able 
Lo straighten out his hitch-woman as simply as in the two 
cases described. For him, the ‘‘superior woman” continues 
to present a formidable problem which he has not ignored, 
hut neither has he attempted to meet it head-on. 

Unfortunately, almost every era but our own has had at 
least one eloquent spokesman to whom the downtrodden 
male could turn whenever he found himself on the bottom, 
so to speak, in his relationship with the opposite sex. 

In his dav t Philip Wylie made clear, in such novels as 
Finley Wren, his belief that sex wnas no good with the woman 
on top, and he spared not even that sacred American institu¬ 
tion, “Mom,” in his Generation of Vipers , 

Before Wylie came D. H. Lawrence who spent a lifetime 
battling the idea of the dominant woman. Sons and Lovers, 
his autobiographical novel concerning a son in love with and 
controlled by his mother, was one of many strikes he scored 
against female domination. 

Later his ideas were beautifully and forcefullv expressed 
by Tennessee Williams in / Rise in Flames . Cried the Phoenix , 
a startling short play about D. H. Lawrence himself. Set in 
Italy, where Lawrence died in 1930, it features the two 
women who were in attendance at his death. They were a 
former lover and his wife, Frieda Lawrence, who, incidently. 
has approved decisively of the play. As he is about to die, 
Lawrence gets up from his bed. bleeding internally, and 
struggles out onto a terrace, growling, “Don’t touch me, you 
women. I want to do it alone . . . Don’t move till it’s 
finished.” 

The wife restrains the other woman who screams: “Hr 
can’t die alone. I won’t let him! No human being would 
let him!” Frieda, who is said to have loved the man pre¬ 
cisely for his treatment of women, says, “I will, I promised. 
Ill let him!” The last of the play finds her running to his 
side only after he has called for her by name. 

More recently, in the 1950s. a Dutchman named Hendrik 
de Leeuw bawled out American women for the domination 
of, among other things, our economy—a situation which he 
said made it impossible for American men to retain their 
individuality and traditional status. 

In his book, Woman, The Dominant Sex . de I^eeuw 
criticize* what he calls our “self-sufficient, over-bearing, and 
often masculinized women.” Almost angrily, de I>eeuw ex¬ 
presses horror at change* in the US which he says demon¬ 
strate conclusively that the woman now rule* family, home 


and children, and is the major arbiter of national taste, 
morals, and even culture. The result, he believes, is that 
our values are now distorted, our attitude toward love is 
neurotically debased, and that we are what might he called 
“Sick!” 

Robert Richman, a contemporary philosopher in New 
York, publishes a small magazine called Sex and Serves in 
which he contends that the current male-female arrangement 
does not make for a desirable sex life for either. Among 
other things, he deplores the trend in US cartoons to always 
picture Pop the butt of humor ... a lovable but unrespected 
incompetant. 

Are the Lawrence* and other anti-dommant-feminists, one 
might ask, exaggerating the problem? Probably not, accord¬ 
ing to most indications. 

Last year a woman was appointed to head another college, 
in Minnesota, which is home of an ex-lady “congress¬ 
man” who gained national sympathy in 1958 when she warned 
her husband for the last time that he w f as to stay home and 
mind the children while she worked hard in Washington. 

Women have practically taken over real estate business in 
most states, and they’ve even moved into the formerly mole 
area of atom bomb making, thereby causing our once pop¬ 
ular image of the scientist to now be ammended with maybe 
a few whispy curtains in the White Sands blockhouse. A 
woman was also put in charge of a shoe factory in Maine, 
and in New York another took over a radio sportscasi show, 

A friend of the writer—a fellow who beats his wife reg¬ 
ularly when he is not at work at his railroad job—says he is 
proud that his area, at least, has not yet been invaded by the 
female. 

He’s deluded as hell, of course. Being a brakeman, he's 
never seen the inside of the dispatcher’s control tower where 
(you guessed it) the pretty ones are now sitting in swivel 
chairs, pushing the little buttons that tell the engineers where 
to go and what to do. And to round it out, the railroad em¬ 
ployee magazines today are all decked out with pridefullv 
penned stories about the remarkable coolness at the switch of 
Miss So-and-So, new-brecd executive. 

American industry understandably hands over many re¬ 
sponsible positions to women. They’ve proven that they can 
respond with cut-throatism and drive hard deals just as well 
as any iron man, and besides, they work cheaper. The femin¬ 
ists, of cuurse. claim this gradual taking over of all man- 
sized jobs, which dates back to World War II, is justified by 
the fact that modem inventions for the housewife have left 
her with too little work to do. The real danger here is that 
the women tend more and more to unload their traditional 
tasks on the menfolk—dishwashing, diaper-changing, babv- 
rocking, and in some homes, even the cooking. UTVr had 
such a hard day at the office, Jim dear, 1 wonder if you’d 
mind ...” I 

There is no doubt that the woman’s “manpower” contribu¬ 
tion has increased productivity and provided, consequently, 
niure leisure time for everyone. But some of the implications 
ure not so pleasant. A professor ol psychiatry at the Univer¬ 
sity of Pennsylvania School of Medicine, Edward A. Strecker, 
secs a close parallel between iContinued on page 22) 
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Duke never passed up a chance to make some fine cabbage 


By E. C. Mackey 


I'M SlTTiN' in Benny's havin' my beer and watchin’ Duke. 
Man. I sure do admire that guy. I watch him hold out his 
hand and 1 see Sam slam some bills down. All the other 
fellas at the table really hoot. But Sam, he just looks mad. 
He gets a bottle from Benny and takes it over to a table in 
the corner. We all know how he feels. He'll get over it in a 
couple days. We know. 1 think I'd give the world to have 
Duke's talent. 1 inusta said this out loud 'cause this guy in 
the fancy coat siltin' next to me asks me what I mean. 

So I tell him. “Duke’s real smart, mister. Why he not only 
has fun doin' it, but he picks up some nice lettuce, too.' 

“Doing what?" he asks me. 

“Come off it, bud. you know what I mean." And I poke 
him in the ribs. 

So he thinks a little bit, and you know what he does? 
Pinks. Cross my heart. I ain't seen a man pink since I was 
a kid. Well, I figure he’s the kind to. in that fancy coat. It 
even has vejvet lapels, see. He's probably out for a evenin' 
of slummin'. Since he's had the squash for the night, I make 
to move down the bar to get some lively chatter, but he 
stops me, all the time he's squintin' at Duke. 

“What do you mean, he picks up . . . lettuce, too?” 

Well now, 1 like to talk about Duke, see. ’cause it just so 
happens 1 don't know another man that can hold a candle 
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to him. and here I got a good chance to tell all about him. 
So 1 order another brew-. 

“Mister/’ I says, “you are lookin’ at the guy no girl ever 
says no to.” 

This creep stops lookin' at Duke, and looks at me as 
though I got rocks in my head. “Oh, come now, every man 
gets turned down once in a while." 

“Not Duke." 1 boast ft«r him. see. “That's how he makes 
a lot of his money. This is how it works. Kveryone knows 
Duke don't turn down no bet. And most fellas think they're 
such hot stuff they think their chicks won't fall for no other 
guv. So Duke just bets 'em he can get through to their 
dames. And he always does." 

This guy gets a little green around the gills here and asks 
me how come I know about the always part. 

1 tell him, “Two ways, hud, one from personal experience 
and the other from talkin' with the other boys." 

“Personal experience?" he queries me. 

Then I tell him about when 1 brought my little Lucy out 
to L. A about a year ago. My luck to settle near Benny’s 
Bar and meet Duke. In a way it was luck ’cause if I didn t 
meet Duke. 1 might not have found out Lucy's true colors. 
Anyway. I tell him how I went up to me and Lucy s' room 
at the right lime, and sure enough, Duke wins my money. 
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1 sure have to admit Duke is smart, gettin’ my money tliat 
way, but sometimes I gotta face it, 1 miss Lucy. 

Tlie guy looks like he just smelled some garbage. “You 
mean that you actually bet your wife for money?” 

“Certainly. I knew Lucy wouldn’t give him a tumble/’ 
“But she did.” 

“They all do. It’s fate or somethin’ like that about Duke. 
There’s plenty uf dames around here that lose their men 
causa Duke, and then again, there’s lots of guys that lose 
their dames, ’cause they hear of the bit before Duke gets to 
Vm, and they get mad at their guys for beltin’ on 'em. So 
they skip out in a huff,” 

Then the creep says to me, “I should think this Duke 
chap would have a lot of enemies/’ 

“It’s your doll you’re mad at mostly. Oh. sure, you stay a 
little sore at Duke for a coupla days knowin’ it’s your own 
fault, hut you end up admirin’ a guy like that who can keep 
up his reputation/ 1 

The swell just sits there and squints at Duke like at a 
hug, see, and he don’t talk to me anymore. But 1 think, what 

the hell, 1 got a chance to tell about Duke. 

* * « 

A coupla nights later. I’m siftin’ listenin’ to Duke tell 
about his latest pushover, when this creep comes in again. 


I’m not too surprised to see him again ’cause lots of slum* 
mers come back for a second look. But I am sorta surprised 
to see him come over to Duke’s table. 

“I hear you make certain bets concerning ladies,” he says 
to Duke. 

Duke, he looks him up and down for awhile and then he 
says, “I never turn one down, but ain’t you out of your 
own neighborhood?” 

“Never mind that/’ he says, “I want to place a bet with 
you.” 

Duke, looks at the guy’s clothes. “Sure thing, mister, but 
it’ll cost you plenty/’ 

Now Duke never bet any of us more than a few hunderd, 
but just as 1 say, Duke is smart, and he won’t pass up a good 
chance like that to make some mighty fine cabbage. 

“That s quite all right with me/ says the creep. “I’m 
prepared to pay you 85000 if you succeed in getting the 
woman in question to give in to you. I will expect you to 
pay me the same amount of money if you fail/’ 

Man, were we hoys quiet. You coulda beard a pin drop. 
We figure the guy must have somethin’ real special to lav 
out that kinda dough. We don’t even know if Duke has that 
kinda money. We all just look at Duke, see? He knows his 
reputation’s on the stake, hut does he look worried? Not in 
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a million year*. Boy, is he full of con¬ 
fidence! 

“Put your money where your mouth is,” 
he says. “Benny, gimme the pen.” 

He writes for a few minutes and then 
the two t sign the paper. Duke gives the 
paper and the guy’s dough to Benny to 
put in the safe, and then he says, “It’s a 
deal, mister,” and he shakes his hand. 

This creep makes a funny gurgle, like 
he just hung hisself, and sits down across 
from Duke, Benny gives him a free drink 
on the house, and pretty soon he looks a 
little better. 

“Who’s the dame?” Duke asks him. 

When the sucker says it’s his wife, I 
can’t figure it, ’cause I remember how he 
looks so sick the other night when 1 tell 
him about Lucy. 1 had it made he was 
puttin’ some dame he was keepin’ on the 
block. 

Duke tells him how he operates, and 
tries to fix a time for him to walk in on 
him and the doll, but this guy, he’s got a 
new angle. He sayB he don’t want to see 
anythin’, hut he wants to hear it. 

None of us understands what he means 
until he explains about the tape recorder. 
He says he don’t want to embarrass the 
lady in public (imagine Duke being public), 
but he wants to have a permanent record for 
evidence. Then they agree that Duke will 
make his play Saturday, which is two nights 
away. Duke will take the tape from the 
house and meet the creep outside the place. 
Then they’ll come back here to Benny’s 
and play the tape on another machine. 

Now this is real interestin’ to all of us 
guys since we will get to hear it, and we 
figure maybe we can pick up a few pointers 
from the way Duke operates. Then Duke 
has to go and get soft-hearlcd. He asks 
the poor sap if he wants to make arrange¬ 
ments to hear the tape in private. 

Naturally, all of us hold our breaths. 

“If you succeed, it won’t matter if every¬ 
one knows,” the guy says. 

We arc all glad to hear him say this, 
and I am feelin’ sorta sorry for him, see, 
until he shoves out his chest real big and 
says, “And if you fail, everyone should 
know.” 

Duke just laughs and walks out of Ben¬ 
ny’s. Can you feature that? What a man! 

Now this kinda bet don’t happen every 
day, so a lot of us guys stick around and 
booze it up. Comes closin’ time Benny tells 
us to shove off. But Sam, he jumps up real 
quick and runs to the door. He shouts for 
us all to sit down again ’cause he’s got 
some terrific idea. The last time I looked 
at Sam 1 seen him sittin’ alone in the cor¬ 
ner shakin’ his head when the creep makes 
the bet with Duke. 

But now he’s standin’ wavin’ his arms. 
“Fellas, we all heard the big bet Duke 
made tonight, right?” 

We all say right. 

“And he must be pretty sure of hisself 
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to make that kind of a bet, am I right?” 

We all say right again. 

“That means Duke is going to be 15,000 
richer Saturday night.” 

He stops and gets his stogie goin’ again. 
Some of us don’t like bein’ kept there just 
to hear what we already know, so we start 
shoutin’ at Sam. He holds up his hand and 
says real quiet-like, “How’d you boys like 
a piece of that $5,000?” 

None of us know what he is talkin’ about 
until one guy asks him if he means for us 
to hold Duke up. Now we all shuffle at 
that idea, me especial, since I spent some 
time for that kind of foolin’ around. Sam, 
he just looks like he’s insulted. 

“Boys,” he says, “Duke never refuses a 
bet, right?” 

We all agree, but none of us see what 
he is drivin’ at. Sam sure seems to be en¬ 
joyin' hisself, but we don’t like the way 
he is draggin’ this ouL We tell him to get 
to the point, if there is one. 

He takes a long puff and then says. “What 
will happen if we bet Duke the chick says 
yes?” 

Now we all sit quiet tryin’ to add that 
one up, and S(un explains it to us. “If we 
can get Duke to bet with us, this means 
that he has to get through to her to win 
that $5,000, and to keep his reputation. 
So, when he wins this money, he’s gotta 
pay us off ’cause we bet him he would do 
it. See?” 

When the idea finally hits us, man alive, 
was that place noisy! Benny likes Duke, 
but he likes this idea, too, so he passes a 
bottle around, even though it is after hours. 

Sam, he quiets us down again and says 
there are a few things to work ouL Someone 
asks him suppose Duke fails? Sam ex¬ 
plains that Duke can’t afford to fail since 
he’ll have to pay the creeps $5,000. Then 
someone else points out if Duke loses, it 
is us that pays Duke the money that he’ll 
use to pay the creep, but Sam has that 
one figured out, too. 

“It would be worth a coupla hunderd 
to me just to see him lose. But he won’t 
have any reason to lose if we keep our 
bet lower than $5,000. See, the only dough 
he could win is what he clears after payin’ 
us off. Besides, do you really think Duke 
wants to lose his reputation about dames?” 

Boy! That was a silly idea! Duke’d 
never be able to make a bet about women 
again. I was already tryin’ to figure how 
much 1 could scrape up. 1 have to hand 
it to Sam. see, he uses the old noggin. 

When Sam hears some fella say how 
sore Duke will be if he has to pay us the 
money he wins, he gets real mad and 
shakes his fist. “Hasn’t he made money off 
us? Here’s our chance to get it back, and 
to even make some. He owes it to us for 
gettin’ free entertainment from our girls.” 

He’s almost screamin’, but I don’t blame 
him ’cause he’s still sore at Duke. I guess 
we’re all still sore. The place sounds like 


a racetrack, the way we are all figurin’ 
ways and places to scare up cash. We all 
agree that we will keep our mouths shut 
until tomorra night when Sam will bring 
Duke to Benny’s. Duke can’t refuse the 
bet in front of all of us. 

I wonder if any of the boys get some 
sleep. Me, I keep wonderin’ how much my 
brother A1 in Cleveland will let me have. 

Well, I hope to be early to Benny’s that 
night, but the joint is already crowded 
when I get there. I settle down with a 
pitcher of beer thinkin’ since it’s so early 
it’s goin’ to be a long wait. But in about 
half a hour, in walks Sam with Duke. Duke 
lookin’ real puzzled, see, and Sam has him 
sit in the middle of the room. Sam sure 
is corny, but, what the hell, it’s his show, 
ain’t it? 

He puts his hands behind his back and 
walks up and down before Duke, just like 
a lawyer, and then he says, “Duke, ain’t 
it true you don’t turn down no bets?” 

Duke says, “If you bet me something’ 
already set, like what day it is, I won’t 
bet. Only on things that can happen more 
than one way. if you know what I mean.” 

Sam nods. “We boys have a bet we want 
to make with you.” 

“Okay! Spill it ” 

Sam’s lookin’ pretty proud now. “We 
want to bet you the chide you’re out for 
tomorra night says yes.” 

We all watch Duke, and he just sits 
there. We wait and wait It seems like 
hours before he grins, and walks over to 
Benny. “Gimme the pen, Benny.” 

We all feel damn good, now. Money in 
the bank makes you feel that way. The 
paper with the bet on it goes all around 
the room, and we sign our names and put 
beside it the amount we want to bet. 

Everyone says what a good sport Duke 
is, seein’ as how we have him over a 
barrel, and lots of us congratulate him. I 
think my admiration for that guy really 
reaches the top, now. Before I leave, ’cause 
I’m real tired from gettin’ no sleep last 
night, I take a look at the bet slip again 
there is about 1,600 smackers riding against 
Duke, and the list is still on the move. 
I gotta hand it to Duke. He's a real sport. 

When I get down there the next night, 
I hear Benny collected so much dough he 
has to hire some of the boys to guard the 
joint. The real big news is that there is 
$4,200.37 now against Duke. The 31 is 
Sam’s idea of a joke, and 1 think it’s pretty 
funny. A lot of the guys hike their bets 
up some more, but ten o’clock rolls around, 
all the bettin’ stops, like we agreed with 
Duke last night, Benny announces the total 
comes to $4,700.37. 

One helluva lot of money passes over 
that bar, and not all for bets, cither. A 
lot of the boys get real loaded early 
thinkin’ of the things they’re goin’ to do 
with the money they win. I’m glad they do 
(Continued on page 22) 




pentlvman /IS 






considering that man spends something like one-third of 
his fife asleep, t’would seem the wise thing to be concerned 
about where his sleeping takes place. And although most 
people agree that they prefer beds , not many of us realize 
the vast differences between the numerous kinds, sizes, 
and styles of beds and mattresses. 

Historically, beds have come a long way (to say the 
least) sinee early Egyptian times when the ordinary palet 
was an all-wood affair with a wooden headrest. The Romans, 
indulgent fellows that they were, enjoyed adequate padding 
in their couches, but no great strides were made until 
the Middle Ages when in France the bed suddenly bloomed 
overnight, so to speak, into practically a nightmare of 
luxury. Louis XIV slept in a pillored, canopied extravaganza 
which rated a low, respectful bow even when empty. And 
by the 18th Century, even the lowly were reclining in the 
fluffy depths of feather beds. 

Come the Industrial Revolution and the bed world was 
rocked by all manner of innovations. Coil springs became 
popular, then the innerspring mattress, and so on until 
today the bed-seeker is confronted with soft, firm, and 
hard beds; single, double, and king-size beds; cots, day 
beds, fold-awav beds, and convertible beds; bunk beds, 
couches, and lounging beds; trundle beds, truckle beds, 
and litters; square beds, round beds, and slanting beds; 
plus a hundred more in various shapes, styles, and designs. 



From old beds with all their embellishments and brassy chorm ... .we come to new beds with their accessories for luxurious living. 
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There ore soft, informal doy beds for coming in and flopping on . . ... and large, firm, formal beds for enjoying a good, restful sleep 



For sleeping, o couch may not rootch the innerspring double mattress, but it's the perfect place to stretch out and read o* just rela* 
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The conventional double bed, fifty-four inches wide, is the most popular size for accommodating two people, and variations ore 


two tingle mattresses placed together on the tome set of springs 


and the "queen-site" bed which is six Inches wider than standard 
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And just recently a leading U.S. manufacturer has come up with a new and revolutionary concept 
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ALTHOUGH more and more comfort has been built into beds, 
other problems have arisen. Sleep researchers discovered that 
while great strides were being made toward softer beds, these 
strides were not always upwards; that too-so ft beds were good 
neither for sleep nor for health. And, in fact, most people 
would be better off. at least physiologically, if they went back 
to the old Egyptian plank for their good night’s rest. With 
these critical eyes looking down upon fluffy beds and inner- 
spring mattresses, the manufactures have set about designing 
beds which are soft but which accomplish the same healthy, if 
uncomfortable, thing as the hard Egyptian bunk: keeping the 
spine level so as to avoid back trouble. 

Experiments and tests seem to indicate that most people 
rest better on a firm rather than on either a soft or a hard 
mattress. But there is a lot of variation between individuals: 

A person with back trouble is usually best accommodated 
by a firm mattress under which is a bed board to prevent sag. 

A restless sleeper will probably do better on a somewhat 
softer bed, one which has resiliency permitting him to move 
about easily. 

A heavy person should not be tempted to get a bed which 
is too soft. After a few f hours the excess weight of his body 
can cause a restless and uncomfortable night if his weight is 
not adequately supported. 

A thin person, conversely, is better off with a softer bed 
which will depress under his light weight. 

It may come as a blow to many, but actually the man who 
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sleeps best is the one who sleeps alone. Tests have been con¬ 
ducted on people sharing double beds and it would appear 
that whenever the w ife I women, it seems, are more restless 
than men I tosses or changes position, a few r moments later 
her husband will do likewise. While the first sleeper’s move¬ 
ment was perfectly normal, the other’s was caused by a 
disturbance in sleep. 

One solution to this problem is a larger double bed, one 
which is wider than the standard fifty-four inches. King-size 
beds are seventy-two inches wide, and a few' super-size ones 
go all the way up to ninety inches. 

Another approach to this problem is the king-size bed with 
dual mattresses side-by-side on the same set of springs. This 
arrangement also allows both persons to have a different type 
of mattress, either harder or softer than the other. 

As for over-sized beds, the record holder is probably the 
Elizabethan Bed of Ware which could sleep twenty-four 
people. I In a pinch. I Similarly large beds have been em¬ 
ployed in old English wayside inns, especially in the more 
remote areas of the country where throughout the night each 
new' arrival was invited to pile in with ten or so others. 

Something new* in the way of beds is a completely circular 
affair, which may Ik* the answer for people who crawl around 
in their sleep. And there are any number of special beds which 
have head and foot tilting either up or down. And one style 
will permit sleeping while practically standing up ... if you 
call that sleeping. END 


ALIBIS 

THAT 

WORKED 

COMPILED BY PALL STEINER 


ask any JL'DGE the world over iind he will 
tell you about some mighty strange ex¬ 
cuse* he must listen to every day. In this 
country particularly, the alibi .seems to have 
been developed to a fine art. Here is a 
choice selection that won aquittal for the 
defendants who offered them. 

A Washington. D.C, roan charged with 
being drunk when he was seen staggering 
along a street: ‘The wind was blowing aw¬ 
fully hard and I only weigh 119 pounds.'* 

A Shelbyville, Ind., man arrested while 
walking through town in his stocking feet: 
T lost one shoe, got disgusted, and threw 
the other one away.” 

An Indiana farmer, charged with dump¬ 
ing two basketfuls of tin cans and beer 
bottles in front of the Plainfield, Ind., town 
hall: ‘The townfolk have been littering up 
my farm and I just gave them hack what 
they’ve been giving me.” 

An Austin, Texas, man accused of 
’’rustling” a sheepman's lamb: T’d just 
borrowed the lamb to mow my lawn.” 

A Minneapolis man who received a ticket 
for parking in a truck lone: T’m only part¬ 
ly guilty since part of my car projected into 
a legal parking area.” 

A Manchester, England, organ-grinder, ac¬ 
cused of being inebriated: Tl wasn't my 
fault. People gave me beer instead of 
money.” 

A Syracuse, N.Y., schoolteacher, charged 
with exceeding the speed limit of twenty 
five miles per hour: “I’ve made numerous 
teats with the top down on my convertible. 
When I stay under twenty-five, my hair 
stays in place. Over twenty-five m.p.h., my 
hair gets wind-blown. Since my hair wasn’t 


mussed, I couldn't have been going thirty- 
five m.p.h.” 

A Pasco. Wash., man arrested in a 
liquor raid on a nightclub: T was pushed 
into the club by police rushing through the 
door to stage the raid.” 

A Virginia man, charged with drunken 
driving: T couldn't have had bloodshot 
eyes, as officers testified. My left eye is 
glass.” 

An Aaarhus, Denmark, man who humed 
down his house: “My wife kept nagging me 
to clean it up.” 

Vancouver, Wash., Indian in court on a 
vagrancy charge: “The terms of our tribal 
treaty with the U.S. government say. 
‘Wherever the grasses grow or the rivers 
flow, the Indian can go.' ” 

San Pedro, Calif., man charged with 
shoplifting—and eating—a candy bar: T 
only have five teeth and no two of them 
meet.” 

London woman charged with swindling 
swank shops out of some $1,300 of clothes: 
”My victims made it too easy for me. 
When I claimed I’d forgotten my check¬ 
book, the clerks would furnish me with 
blank checks,” 

One-legged British steelworker, charged 
with breaking into the home of hi* former 
landlady: “I only wanted to get the false 
leg I left as security on unpaid rent 
eighteen months before ” 

Ex-convict in Reno court for battering 
open a business firm's safe: “I’m not vour 
roan. An old pro like myself could have 
done the job neatly and noiselessly in 
twenty minutes.” 


A middle-aged Washington, D.O.. man 
who assaulted a woman with a knife: “I 
was aiming at someone else.” 

Philadelphian, whose driver's license was 
suspended, appealed to have it restored: “I 
was rushing to put money in the hank to 
pay my taxes.” 

Butte, Mont., burglar, caught breaking 
into a shoe store: “I trade here all the 
time.” 

Service station operator, charged with 
assaulting a customer: “He didn't buy anv 
gas, but insisted I check his tin's, test his 
battery and wipe his windshield.” 

Australian, charged with insulting a po¬ 
liceman: “It was my cough, and not the cop 
that passed by, that made me stick out my 
tongue.” 

A Long Beach. Calif., motorist: T was 
unable to drive in a straight line because 
my ears were being tickled by the toes of 
my small son who was in the back seat.” 

Rochester, N.Y., man defending himself 
against illegal possession of a dangerous 
weapon: “The blackjack that the cop* found 
in my desk was just a memento mv mother 
gave me nineteen years ago.” 

Chinese in Yokohama. Japan, denied that 
he was spying when he sought secret in¬ 
formation on l ! .S. ship movements: “l 
run a laundry and just wanted to know 
when to call for the sailors' washing.” 

Halesowen, England, motorist charged 
with speeding from the scene of a minor 
accident in which his car was involved: T 
suddenly saw my wife on the street, and as 
I had another iady with me, my instinct 
was to put distance between the two,” END 
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NOT SO WEAK WEAKER SEX 

our present condition of “more play*' and 
the same thing among the ancient Greeks 
and Romans. Strecker says those eras, like 
our own, experienced a degeneration of 
moral obligations. Divorce became prevalent 
and juvenile delinquency rampant. Sup¬ 
posedly this stemmed from a gradual de¬ 
terioration of the cornerstone of the socie¬ 
ties, the family, and the end result was 
their destruction. 

Today our women box, wrestle and hit 
each other over their fair heads with 
hockey sticks and nine-irons alike, not to 
mention their master) of the baseball spike. 
Now that they’ve learned to fly planes, race 
cars, and bowl (you've no doubt noticed 
the pastel shoes!) it is only reasonable to 
winder where they'll strike next. But. you 
say. where could they strike next? Where 
are they not already? The answer is one 


(Continued from page 11) 

place—the football field. (Unless they've 
slipped in while this was being written.) 
Yes, the football field seems to be the only 
area still exclusively masculine, and hence 
symbolic of the old male position, ahead of 
and on top. So likely here is where they 
—the women—plan to make their next 
strike. Unless something is done there will 
no doubt take place, say in ten years, the 
first Female All-Star football game. Actu¬ 
ally, they'll probably infiltrate—taking over 
the backfield, leaving men on the line. 

And where, where are our Leaders who 
might halt their inexorable march? 

Certainly not on Wall Street where nowa¬ 
days Mrs, is always printed along with 
the Mr on every check blank. Not in the 
North Woods, where hip-booted beauties 
now splash amongst the trout and ply the 
lakes in clumsy outboard cruisers painted 


THE ONE THAT SAID NO ( Continued from page 14) 


get stewed, see, 'cause I feel like a sardine 
in that crowd, and when Benny starts 
sendin’ them home, I can breathe again. 
Come to think of it, I bet Benny makes a 
fortune on all that booxe. 

Anyhow, Duke and the swell finally come 
in the door with some other funny-lookin' 
guy, and they all head for the table where 
the playback set-up is. We can't tell nothin' 
from Duke's face. They get the thing all 
set up with the creep's hands sJiakin’ all 
the time like jelly. Everyone keeps quiet 
and they turn the thing on real loud. 

Man, I never hear anything before like 
this tape! A lot of the fellas take down 
notes real fast on the tilings Duke says 
on it. But not me. 1 want to find the part 
that Lucy probably fell for. Duke sure has 
a high-class line. No wonder no dame turns 
him down. You can tell from the thing? this 
one says that we're going to win. A chick 
that says those things can't stop herself, 
that is, if she's human. 

After awhile, Duke suddenly raises his 
hand, and yells, “Here’s the pitch, boys.” 

We hold our breath, and pray he makes 
it. She just has to let him do it! 

She does. 

There is a big whoop all over the room, 
and we start shovin' for the bar to collect 
but Duke yells we are missing the best part 
of the tape, and the money can wait We 
stop when he yells, see, and find he is 
right It is the best part of the tape. From 
the familiar sounds we hear, we know the 
creep can’t doubt he loses the bet. All of 
us are watchin’ him, but he just sits and 
listens, and looks like death wanned over. 

When the thing is all over, Duke stands 
up and says, “Okay, mister, do you agree 
that I win the 85.000?" 

The poor sap just looks at the floor, and 
then after a few minutes, be nodi his head. 
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While Duke is collectin' his five grand from 
Benny, Sam slips over to the creep, and I 
hear him tell the guy, “Listen real good, 
mister, ’cause what's gonna happen will 
make you feel better.” 

Then Sam turns to Duke and puts his 
hand on the rest of the money, and he 
$ays. “Well, Duke, nice of you to come 
through for all us boys. And you keep your 
reputation for bein' the guy no dame ever 
says no to." 

Duke stands there smilin' and he slips 
Sam’s hand off the money. u Bu! she did say 
no.” 

Sam says what does he mean, so Duke 
tells Benny to read the bet slip out real 
loud, until he gets to the list of names. 

Benny downs a jigger of booze real quick 
and stands in front of the bar. Then he 
heads out the slip. 

“1, Duke Dunnigan, make this bet with 
the undersigned. I will pay them the amount 
they put beside their names if the lady in 
question Saturday night sap yes to me. In 
case she says no, the undersigned will pay 
me the stated amounts.” 

Sam stands there. “I don't get it. Duke. 
You got the babe. You did what you was 
supposed to.” 

Duke smiles again, and walks to the tape 
machine, and turns it back until he finds 
some place he is lookin' for. Then he turns 
it on real loud, and tells us to listen real 
careful. We hear Duke's voice again. 

“Babv, there's no good reason not to, 
is there?” 

Then there’§ this girl’s breathless-sorta 
whisper, “No, let’s." 

Duke snaps the tape off, and says, “Didn’t 
she say no to me?" 

Sam scratches his head and says, “But... 
but . . but that isn’t what we mean ” 

Duke waves to this other guy that comes 


thirteen colors to accommodate their taste*. 
Not in the lodge hall or club room, either, 
where once symbolic hardwood benches 
now* stand upholstered by the deft touch 
of the ladies auxiliary. 

Lawrence is dead; Wylie has been goof- 
ing off in Florida; de Leeuw went home 
to Holland, probably in a terrible temper, 
and has; not been heard from since; Robert 
Richman and the Philadelphia professor 
doubtless have problems of their own; and 
even Hemingway, a man long reputed for 
his masculinity, has remained silent on the 
subject. (It may be that he even has a 
streak of treason—remember Lady Brett 
Ashly and her fedora?) 

The crisis is upon us. It is imperative 
that there step forward a Leader for our 
era, a spokesman for our cause, a brave 
man to loft the male colors and restore our 
long lost sovereignty. 

C'mon, somebody! end 


in with him and the swell. “Boys, this here 
is Mr. Fogle. He’s a lawyer. Tell them, 
Mr. Fogle ” 

We sit there as this guy tells us that 
by the statement Duke put on the bet slip, 
he wins the bet Duke stacks up this money, 
and we all wonder what to do. 

Then I have this here idea, see, so I give 
it to the boys. We should play the whole 
tape over, and listen for a yes, and then 
we would win. Mr. Fogle mops his fore¬ 
head, and points out that we would not 
win, but then we wouldn't lose, either, 
’cause Duke and us would both win. We 
would sorta cancel each other out 

Anyway, we put the tape on, and all of 
us listen like we never listened before. I 
look at the creep, and he don't even look 
like he’s listenin’. I wonder if he's thinkin' 
of all the money that’s passed hands ’cause 
he's married to the one that said no. 

Duke listens to the tape, too, and when 
the tape is all over, he walks straight out 
the door with a cool $9,700.37! Hotv he 
does it, I don’t know% hut there isn’t one 
damn yes on the whole tape! 

All of us, we sit sorta numb-like until 
Sam starts screamin’ his fool bead off 
about the best lawyers around, and fightin' 
that beL Me, I only lose a few hundred, 
but I sure feel Stupid, with a capital S. 
It’s hard to find some good lawyers that 
take kindly to betiin’, ’cause it’s sorta 
illegal here in LA., but Sam finds out on 
the phone from a coupla good ones, that 
accordin’ to the wardin’ on the bet slip, 
Duke is the winner, free and clear. 

The more Sam shouts, see, the madder 
we all get, and we decide to handle Duke 
by ourselves. Of course, we don’t get this 
chance to take care of him since none of us 
ever sees him again. Didn’t I say Duke is 
real clever? Gotta admit it 




‘"Y ou non have two strips, ('are to try for three?” 
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The purpose of this article is, very simply, to 
show how anyone can cheat to win. It takes 
only a few minutes ami almost no skill. These 
are the techniques usetl bv smart money gam¬ 
blers to clean pockets, and it might not hurt 
to keep them in mind next time you are in¬ 
vited to lay money on someone else's table. 


makkjm; card?. Marked card? are dangerous to use pro 
manly because there are so few good decks of them available. 
Amateur cheats are unable to get the professional touch 
when they sit down to mark a deck with brush and ink. The 
method shown at left is an easy and accurate way to accom¬ 
plish the same thing: it takes only a few minutes to mark an 
entire deck; it cannot be detected by the riffle test; the marks 
cannot be seen except when the cards ore being dealt. All 
that is required is a sharp knife -or razor blade- As shown 
here, a small strip of the edge design is scraped away, leav¬ 
ing a thin hairline to contrast against the design of the card 
l>eneath it when the top card is pushed into dealing position. 
Otherwise the hairline is hidden. When the cheat sees a line 
on the top left edge, he knows it is an ace; a hairline on the 
right edge means the card is between a It) and a 5; no mark¬ 
ing indicates r> or below. Naturally, the cards must be 
marked on both ends. After one end is marked, the card is 
simply turned around and the other end scraped similar!). 

the SI 00 bottom deal. For years, this method has been 
“sold" by gamblers on a **111 show it to you ? basis. The 
price ha* been high because the deal takes but a minute to 
master once you understand it. It’s perfect for stud poker 
or any game where the dealer takes a card face up and then 
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places the deck down on the table. The photo at left shows 
how the little finger of the left hand releases a card from the 
bottom of the deck—-this is the card the cheat will deal him¬ 
self. He releases this card as he deals the down cards to 
other players, but instead of dealing his own first up card 
normally, he reaches over with his right hand, covering die 
deck, and removes the deck from his left hand, retaining a 
single bottom card that lie has gripped with his little finger. 
As the deck is moved out of his hand and placed on die table, 
under cover of this masking and misdirection, the cheat mere¬ 
ly turns his left hand over and places the bottom card face 
up in front of him. i See photos on previous page.) It appears 
that he has taken the top card, turned it face up and placed 
the deck aside for the round of betting. The important thing 
here is naturalness. Properly done, nothing can be detected. 
One hundred dollars, please! 

GIN RIM my lay down, i Abo re. I This shows how a picture 
card can be laid down to make it appear diat it is one of 
diree of a kind, rather than an unmatched card. The skillful 
cheat uses this device when knocking, rather than Irving to 
hide points when he has been knocked. If he should ever be 
caught, nothing can be proved except that tin* cheat needs 
glasses to read his cards correctly. But usually his distressed 
opponent won't bother to check- 










W.FUIUILE cheating. The photo above .show* how to cheat 
at Scrabble which is. in man) places, big-money gambling. 
Nothing could Ik 5 * simpler or less suspect. Die *V' tiles an<l 
the blanks are marked very lightly on onp edge ithc photo 
is greatly exaggerated *. Then when drawing, the cheat mere¬ 
ly glances for the marks. Worth an extra hundred points in 
an> Scrabble game. 

CHEATING \T HOME ROfl^TTK. < Right. \ A S2.95 roulette 
wheel purchased at any dime store can be just as effectively 
and undetectahly girmnicked as any $3,000 model in a 
caM.no. The met hint is simple. A poker chip i* placed be¬ 
neath the table doth and the roulette wheel is placed on it 
so as to tilt slightly. (Not the exaggerated incline shown in 
tin* photo.'* The wheel is revolved so that the winning num¬ 
bers are at the top of the incline and the losing ones at the 
bottom. Since the center spinning spindle acts independenth, 
the ball -pins around and drops into one of the compart¬ 
ments. then stops. The hall pulls the wheel around so that the 
spindle halts at the lowest point, the losing numbers. Ordi¬ 
narily, the cheat goes to this trouble onlv when a big bet is 
down: this means that he can be certain of never losing 
anv heavy bets arid the natural percentage will take care of 
the other*. Why use a poker chip to unbalance the wheel? It's 
a natural thing to find lying around a gambling table. KM> 
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As with everything else in her act. the sex was carefully calculated By William A. Austin 


“DJIA-DJIO?" she called him, just as he was leaving. 

Concealing his irriiatiou, he slopped, keeping one hand 
on the trailer door. “What?” 

She walked over and leaned against the wall, watching 
his face closely. ‘‘Are you going to tell her?" 

He nodded, “Sure, Pm going to tell her. 1 ’ 

“Tonight?" 

He hesitated, and then said, “Okay, tonight. Hi tell her 
tonight" 

“After all," she said, smiling, a touch of malice in her 
voice, “we can't wait until next week. Until we gel married, 
and then tdl her," 

“No," he agreed, "no, I can't wait until then." He opened 
the screen door and stepped out, ‘Til tell hex tonight. As 
soon as she's done tonight-" 

“Good," she ceremoniously blew him a kisa as he left, 
hut he had already turned and was pushing his way across 
the lot, rudely shouldering his way through the 4 crowd. 

Across the lot, Momo caught sight of him. and bellowed 
loudly, straining against the fetters that held her staked out 
like a sacrifice to the crowd that milled around her. 

He cut diagonally across the lot and stopped to talk with 
her, feeding her small pieces of carrot out of his pocket, 
while she gently caressed him with her velvety trunk. 

Finally, he could delay no longer, and he walked slowly 
across the lot to the big lcn-in*one tent. Contemptuously he 
skirted the little pockets of people around the rides, the wheel, 
the whip, as if he were afraid they might contaminate him 
if he brushed against them. 

For a moment, he stopper! and looked at the banners on 
the new show that had set up last night next to the ten-in-one. 
Another grind show. He snorted. They picked up with the 
show for a few weeks, and then left, to be replaced by another 
two-bitter virtually identical. A couple of greasy girls, an 
old tattered tent, and a down and out talker. They were a 
necessary part of the show, he supposed, but he hated them 
almost us much as he hated the marks. 

Shandra, the Indian monkey girl, and Curl were doing the 
badly on the little wooden stage. Me nodded to Carl as he 
went in, and the talker acknowledged him with a barely per¬ 
ceptible movement of the eyebrow as his spiel went on 
uninterrupted. 

Inside, the uir was stifling, damp and heavy with the 
mixed odor of sawdust and sweat. He edged over to the 
section of the tent where Moira had already started her act. 
He stood on the edge of the crowd and scanned them slowly, 
looking at tliem in much the same manner that they watched 
Moiras snakes, with a fascination never far from loathing 

As always, he was amused to notice that most of the johns 
watched Moira more than the snakes. She could be up there 
talking about strawberry shortcake, and die could collect a 
good tip of ogling marks; dressed in a two-piece, harem-girl 
outfit, her youthful body was very much in evidence. When 
she leaned over to pick up a snake, you were never sure i( 
the tip was gasping because of the reptile, or because of the 
Way the top of her costume fell away from her girlish body. 


As everything dsc in her act, the sex was a carefully calculated, 
well rehearsed thing. As Moira put it, it gave the tip some¬ 
thing to look at beside# snakes, and it left them the feeling 
they’ had gotten their seventy-five cents worth from her, 
anyway. 

The tension he had felt in the trailer eased away from him 
in these familiar surroundings, and he comfortably lounged 
up against a pole, and watched Moira work. 

She had a large cage on the floor, almost covering the 
entire forward portion of the stage- Glass fronted, with a 
screen top. it was painted n gaudy red and yellow. Inside, it 
seemed to be stuffed with snakes. Diamondbacks, timbers, 
sidewinder# and a few cobra# intermixed. They crawled 
restlessly back and forth. Hot and thirsty, periodically one 
would yawn, lazily swinging huge fangs out into view, never 
failing to cause a stir in the crowd. 

At first, she gave a quick psuedo-scientific pitch on the 
snakes and their venom, then she quickly swung into the 
pitch about how she had been raised by Indians and taught 
how to charm the snakes. Mesmerize them so that they would 
never bite her. At this point, she casually swung the top open 
and put her hand into the writhing mass of reptiles, dipping 
up a huge diaraondback in her hands, letting it crawl about 
her as she continued her spiel It was a terrific effect, and 
even Djia-djio had been a long time getting over the effect 
of the first time he had seen the reptile slithering around 
those soft shoulder#, poking his nose into her bodice, twisting 
around her arms, as she continued to talk aa unconcerned 
as if the snake were completely harmless. 

Which, of course, it was. The cage was a cleverly con¬ 
structed fake, with a rear area partitioned off with a virtually 
invisible piece of glass. While the snake# in the front of the 
partition were 100% hot, she kept one or two fixed animals 
in the rear. It was one of these that she picked up and allowed 
to freely roam her body. They had their mouths neatly 
sutured shut, and it was impossible for them to do her any 
harm at all. Of course, this lowered the life expectancy of 
the snake considerably, but she had a couple shipped to her 
regularly every week to lake care of the rapid mortality rate. 

After a few minutes, she dropped the snake back into the 
rage, and ended her lecture. Before tins tip could drift away, 
she swiftly modulated into her "after-catch," the roost pro¬ 
fitable part of the show. Postcard photos of her in her harem- 
girl outfit, with a huge diamondbaek draped around her 
shoulders. As the marks soon found out* it was worth the 
fifteen cents just to have her lean over and hand you one of 
the cards. Some of the johns bought two or three of the 
cards. They couldn’t believe it the first time, they had to come 
back for a second or third look. 

After the crowd was milked dusty, Moira winked at Djia- 
djio, and be folio wed her out of the back of the tent, and 
into her tiny trailer parked behind it. 

Squeezing through tilt door, he couldn't help but compare 
it with the tliirty-two-foot giant he bad just left, with it’s 
simulated knotty pine panels, and seemingly unlimited space 
to move around in. {Continued on tin* following pageA 

gentleman/29 



She stood up on her toes and kissed him 
lightly on the cheek. “God, it's hot, isn’t it?” 
She unbuttoned the top of her costume and 
pulled it off, sitting relaxed on the edge of 
the tiny bed. 

He opened the refrigerator and took out 
two chilled bottles of beer. He opened them 
and handed one to her. 

He watched her drink the beer: sitting 
there, naked to the waist, her body glisten* 
ing softly with sweat, she looked like the 
girl she pitched herself to be: half-sophisti- 
cate, half-savage. Feeling himself tense up, 
he knew he had better tell her now, or he 
wouldn’t be able to say it tonight at all. 
“Moira?” 

She looked up curiously, and then, see¬ 
ing the set expression on his face, she set 
the beer bottle down and leaned forward. 
“What?” 

“I . . he hesitated, and then went on, 
“I’m moving out tonight.” 

For a moment, her eyes flickered, hut 
her voice was calm. “Oh?” She picked up 
the bottle again, and rolled it back and 
forth in her hands. “Why?” She kept her 
eyes on the bottle, away from bis face. 
“Because of Beverly?” 

He cocked an eyebrow in surprise. “How 
did you know?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Every¬ 
body on the lot’s been talking about it. 
The great Djia-djio is shacking with the 
boss’ daughter now. Several of them have 
been kind enough to pass the word on to 
me. Poor little Moira, all alone with her 
snakes.” 

He leaned back against the wall and 
watched her. “And what does poor little 
Moira think of it?” 

“You’ll be back.” She nervously lit a 
cigarette, and, for the first time, she looked 
directly at him. “You’ll get bored with play¬ 
ing owner, or she’ll get tired of you com¬ 
ing into her bed smelling like Momo.” 
She smiled slightly. “What does she think of 
a lover that stinks of elephants?” 

“She’s used to it.” 

“Yes.” There was an edge to her voice. 
“1 imagine she is by now.” 

“Moira.” They hadn’t turned on any of 
the trailer lights when they had entered, 
and he had to squint to see her now, with 
the summer evening gloom quickly spread¬ 
ing. “I won’t be back.” 

“Yes, you will,” she said, her voice 
sounding like a child’s, petulant and cer¬ 
tain. 

“No,” he shook his head gently, “we’re 
getting married next week. In Scranton. 
That’s her home town. We wired ahead 
and all the arrangements have been made. 
Next week.” 

There was a minute of silence and then 
she leaned forward and snapped the small 
lamp on next to the bed. She looked at him 
intently for a moment and then said, “You 
really mean it, don’t you, Djia-djio? You’re 
going to marry her.” 

He tried to keep his eyes away from her 
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breasts as they swayed with her breath¬ 
ing, bathed in the soft yellow light. “Yes, 

1 mean it.” 

“Why, Djia*djio?” Her voice was trem¬ 
bling now, and he was surprised to see her 
eyes dampen slightly. “Why, just to mam* 
the old man’s daughter? So you can own 
this crummy outfit someday?” 

Angrily, he pushed away from the wall 
and stood in the center of the trailer. “Hell, 
yes, that’s the reason! Sure, it’s a crummy 
outfit, but I’d rather own it titan work for 
it. What am I now? Just the crummy hull- 
man with a crummy outfit.” He turned and 
spat contemptuously out the door. “Bull- 
man! Even that’s a laugh. One lousy old 
Indian elephant, ihat nobody does anything 
about except to laugh at her. Poor Momo! 
All she does is stand out there in the sun 
all day while the lousy townies throw pea¬ 
nuts at her. Another couple of years, and 
they’d have to stake me out next to her.” 

He slumped into the chair across the room 
from her and put his head into his hands. 
“You don’t understand, Moira, you just 
don’t understand.” 

“No,” she said, her voice quiet, “no, 
Djia-djio, 1 don’t understand. What’s so 
bad about being what you are? What 
do you want to be? Headman with Ringling. 
maybe? Who do you think you are?” 

He looked up at her. “Who do I think 
I am?” He shook his head. “I’m a lousy 
two-bit camy man, that’s who I am. With it, 
and for it, and that’s all I’ll ever be. if I 
don’t marry Beverly. I think I’d he happy. 
That’s all I want is to own this crummy 
rag-top outfit That isn’t too much, is it, 
Moira? That’s not too much for the Great 
Djia-djio to aspire to. is it?” 

“How about the tilings you used to tell 
me?” She whispered. “About being big 
time in the old country before the war? 
And, some day, being big here?” She 
watched his face contort. “How about it, 
Djia-djio?” 

“So much wind,” he said, bitterly. “Oh, 
sure, I was big-time. In a small time out¬ 
fit. I had four elephants.” He stared vacant¬ 
ly ahead for a minute, “Maybe ... if it 
hadn’t been for the war . . .” Angrily, he 
lit a cigarette. “But, there was a war, and 
here I am.” Almost pleading, he looked at 
her. “Don’t you see, Moira? This is it for 
me. I either marry Beverly and someday 
take over the outfit, or 1 keep drifting. 
Nothing , . . nobody. Just an old camy, 
who knows elephants and after awhile, even 
that won’t mean anything. How many out¬ 
fits got any animals at all now, let alone 
something like ol’ Momo?” He shook his 
head. “No, no. I’ve got to do it.” 

“And what about me?” she asked, softly. 
“What am I supposed to do? Wave sadly 
goodby, and leave the door open at night 
for someone else to bring his bedroll in?” 

“No, of course not.” He shifted, un¬ 
comfortable under her steady gaze. “I don’t 
know what you should do, Moira, 1 really 
didn’t mean. . . 


“Well, Pll tell you what Pm not going 
to do, Djia-djio!” She interrupted him, al¬ 
most savagely. “Pm not going to let you 
get away with it!” She got to her feet and 
stood over him, angrily unaware of her 
semi-nudity. “Do you remember how all 
this started? You just moved in. Moira 
comes home to the trailer one night, and 
there’s Djia-djio. Moved in like he was 
asked. Sprawled drunk on my bed. Very 
romantic! Out of Momo’s hay, and into 
Moira’s! Djia-djio. the Magnificent!” Realiz¬ 
ing suddenly that he was staring at her, she 
turned and picked up the costume top and 
pul it on with tremhling hands. 

“I let you move in, when I shouldn’t 
have,” she said, still standing in the middle 
of the trailer, “but. Pm not going to let 
you move out as easily.” Silent now, after 
the outburst, she sat on the edge of the 
bed. Without thinking, she fumbled with 
the top of the cage next to her, and with¬ 
drew a coiled cobra. She let him run back 
and forth from hand to hand, the action 
of the serpent seeming to calm her. 

“For hell sake, Moira,” he said, “put 
the damn snake away.” 

“Sure, Djia-djio,” her voice was soft 
again. “Anything you say.” 

He got up and walked to the screen door. 
Across the lot the lights on the midway 
blinked enticingly, grotesquely. He could 
hear the talker, his voice penetrating the 
drone of the crowd. “Carl’s starting your 
bally,” he said, his voice calm, concealing 
the inner feeling of panic, of despair. 

She got up, and. after a quick look in 
the mirror to adjust her costume, she 
started to leave. Stopping at the door, she 
looked at him. “What would Beverly think 
if I raised a hey-rube about it. Djia-djio? 
The high and mighty Beverly?” she winked 
at him. “I bet it’s bad enough now. having 
to take in a crummy bull-mau. What if 
she had to fight a tent girl for him^ A 
broadic from the Ten-In-One? How about 
if I stop over to see her tomorrow after¬ 
noon? I can bellow louder than Momo. 
They’ll hear it all over the lot, Djia-djio, 
what do you think she’ll do?” 

“I don’t know. Moira.” He continued to 
stare out the door at the whirling lights. 
“I don’t know what she’d do.” 

Suddenly tender, she leaned her fore¬ 
head against his chest. “Ah. Djia-djio, don’t 
you understand? You’re not mud], but 
you’re all Moira wants. Don’t you see? 
You’re the only wheel in town.” She un¬ 
buttoned his shirt and ran her hand inside. 
“Okay. Djia-djio? Don’t you understand?” 

“Sure, Moira,” he said. Gently he pushed 
her away. “Carl’s having to stretch, waiting 
for you. Better get out there.” 

He watched her until she had crossed 
the path, and disappeared into the rear of 
the Tcn-In-One. As soon as she was out of 
sight, he turned back to the trailer. He 
pulled the small cage out from beneath 
the bed, and the fixed jobs in the small 
(Continued on page 36) 
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DJIA-DJIO, THE MAGNIFICENT (Continued from page 30) 


box she'd had her hand in a minute ago. (t 
was a habit of hcr’s to cheek them all every 
night, he knew that from the many nights 
he’d helped her. Carefully, he opened both 
boxes, and. using a curved snake-hook, he 
switched cobras, replacing the one with the 
sewed mouth for an unfixed, lethal one. 
When he finished, he could feel the sweat 
beading on his forehead. 

For a moment, he hesitated, and then 
he slid both boxes back to their original 
positions. Quickly, he turned to the high 
shelves over the bed, and lifted down the 
antivenin kits. Carefully, he broke the 
tiny vials of brown flakes, and spread them 
out on the floor, grinding them into the 
carpet with his heel. 

Everyone, he knew, would assume she 
had broken the delicate glass tubes in her 
panic. It had happened before, in the 
sudden rush to get the life-saver into you; 
the frantic fumbling while the deadly 
poison flowed through your veins. Moira’s 
snakes finally got her, they would say, I 
knew it’d happen someday. 

Hurrying now, he left the trailer. With 
the hastily conceived trap set, he felt chilled 
and stiff, and he stumbled by the Tcn-In- 
One without even glancing up at Carl, or 
hearing his monotonous spiel. 

Quickly, he crossed the lot, the crowd 
was much thinner now, as it grew later. 
He was heading toward the cook-tent for a 
cup of coffee, and someone to talk to, to 
take his mind off what was going to hap¬ 
pen; what was happening. 

“Djia-djio.” 

Startled, he stopped and turned, half-ex¬ 
pecting to see Moira chasing him, but it 
was Beverly. Dressed as she was in a soft 
print dress, it was almost impossible to dis¬ 
tinguish her from the townies. Funny, he 
thought, I never noticed before, I never saw 
her out on the lot before. 

“Djia-djio,” she caught up with him, pull¬ 
ing him aside, out of the crowd. “Did vou 
tell her?'’ 

“Yeah, I told her.” 

“How did she take it?” Her eyes were 
bright, almost eager, and he turned away. 

“Okay,” he said. “She took it okay.” 

“Good!” she said, squeezing his arm. 
“Where you going tonight?” 

“What?” he asked, not understanding. 
“What do you mean?” 

“Where are you going to 6tay, silly?” 
she dropped her eyes in mock shyness. 
“Where are you going to sleep?” 

“Oh,” he said, his mind fumbled, murky. 
He couldn’t seem to think straight. “I don’t 
know.” He hadn’t thought of that. Where 
was he going to bunk? 

“In town,” she said, “you can go into 
town and rent a room. It’s only for a 
week.” 

“In town?” He quickly shook his head. 
“Sure, in town. That’ll he fine.” He pulled 
away from her. “I’ve got to get going, 
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Beverly. I told Sammy I’d help him break¬ 
down tonight” 

She wrinkled her nose in disgust, “All 
right, this is the last week you’ll have to 
help anyone break down.” 

He ducked away, hurrying through the 
crowd until she was out of sight and then 
he wandered aimlessly. He tried to force 
his mind to work, hut even a simple thought 
seemed to slip away from him. Where was 
he going to stay tonight? And tomorrow? 

He pushed blindly through the diminish¬ 
ing crowd, humping people heedlessly, 
mulling through the little packs still sur¬ 
rounding the late-quitting rides. 

What was it Moira had said? Djia-djio, 
the magnificent! The only wheel in town. 
How would Beverly feel? How did she feel 
now? She’d never forget he’d come up out 
of the canvas. 

Suddenly, he realized he had made a 
complete circuit of the lot. and ahead he 
could see the Ten-In-One. Bemie and Carl 
were stripping down the banners. 

Always a dismal, depressing sight to him, 
it seemed overpowering now in its finality. 
Panic ran rapidly over him, and he frantic¬ 
ally pushed his way toward the trailer. What 
a stupid mistake he’d almost made! As he 
ran toward the trailer, it chanted in his 
now lucid mind; what a stupid mistake I al¬ 
most made . . . almost made . . . 

Panting, he pushed the door open, and 
was horrified to see her kneeling by the 
open cage, the cobra coiled menacingly in 
her hand. His head was lifted slightly, 
and Djia-djio could see him begin to hood 
at the sudden movement of the door open¬ 
ing. Apparently, she had lifted him out so 
gently that he hadn’t struck. 

Startled by his unexpected entrance. 
Moira turned and started to get up, “Djia- 
djio! What do . . .” 

Enraged now, the cobra raised a full 
hood, and weaved slightly in her hand, his 
tail hanging down her arm, twitching spas¬ 
modically. Frantically, Djia-djio slashed at 
her arm, hitting the snake away from her. 
For a second, the reptile hung suspended 
from him, it’s fangs buried in his wrist. 
Savagely, he shook it loose and stamped 
his foot on it until it ceased writhing. 

Pushed back against the wall by the 
sudden rush of Djia-djio’s blow, Moira 
watched him uncomprehending!}'. “Djia- 
djio, what are you . . Then she saw the 
trickle of blood running from his wrist and 
over his hand. “He bit you. My God, he 
hit you! How did that . . She turned 
quickly to the shelf and pulled down the 
antivenin kit. “Don’t worry.” Frantically, 
she dug into the box, her voice trembling. 
“I’ll get a shot into you and we’ll get to 
the hospital.” 

Fascinated, Djia-djio watched the blood 
well crimson on his wrist. His arm seemed 
to bum slightly. So fast, he thought, so 
damn fast, I can feel it already. 


“Just a minute now, honey,” Moira said, 
the syringe in her hand, then she stopped, 
staring confusedly at the shattered vials in 
the box. ‘The antivenin . . Compre- 
hension flooded her face, and she stared 
first at the dead reptile, and then the 
broken kit. Finally, she turned to him. her 
eyes terror-stricken. “Djia-djio . . 

He bolted from the trailer, letting the 
door slam wildly behind him. and sprinted 
out into the darkness. He could hear her 
follow' him, calling, and he quickly ducked 
into the shadow of the Ten-In-One tent. 

She stood in the doorway, trying to see 
him in the murky, still darkness, but the 
lot was deserted now, and pitch dark. Fin¬ 
ally, she stepped out into the night and 
hurried down the path behind the tent. 

When she was out of sight, he straight¬ 
ened up and stumbled across the lot, stop¬ 
ping half-way to lean heavily against the 
steel framework of the big ferris wheel, 
silent now except for a lonely creaking as 
it moved with the evening breeze. He felt 
light-headed, and quickly resumed walking. 
An artery, he thought, he must have hit an 
artery. 

Faintly, he could hear Moira calling him. 
Where was she going? To Beverly’s, he 
realized, almost chuckling, she thinks l 
headed for Beverly’s trailer. He couldn’t 
blame her for not knowing where he’d go 
, , . what he’d want. Even he didn’t know 
until now. How can a man get so mixed 
up he doesn’t even know r what he wants? 

Did it only seem so, or was his arm hurt¬ 
ing worse? The pain was in his chest now. 
It couldn’t be working this fast, could it? 
Maybe so. A full load of venom. The snake 
had gotten a good hit. A full load, right 
in the artery. 

He stumbled again, and went to his 
knees. Don’t panic, he thought don’t panic. 
You’re there, and you’ve got another hour, 
maybe two. He tried to crawl towards the 
ropes, dimly visible in the darkness. He 
could hear the elephant shuffle nervously, 
and he knew she was aware of him, was 
watching his progress. 

“Momo,” he whispered softly. “Momo, 
help me.” 

TTie elephant reached out and touched 
him with her trunk, the tip soft and moist 
cool against his flesh. He grasped it tightly 
in his hand, “Pull, Momo, pull!” 

She tugged him across the last few feet 
she made small, comforting sounds in her 
throat. Confused by his silence, she gently 
curled her trunk around him and pulled 
him onto the pile of hay next to her. 
Carefully choosing only the fresh, sweet 
stalks, she covered him until only his head 
was bare. 

She pushed her trunk into the straw, 
and softly wrapped it around his stiffening 
wrist, taking comfort from his touch. Shuf¬ 
fling her weight hack and forth, from foot 
to foot, she stood guard, nervously watch¬ 
ing the growing commotion on the other 
side of the lot. end 






(for ex-show girls) 


Life isn't dull (or profitless) for these pretty 
girls in Miami Beach By Cris Stevens 

CONSIDERING the wav Florida is being boomed these days as 
the land of the living for senior citizens of other states, it s 
quite interesting that it has also become the land of the loving 
for the much younger but more financially ambitious females 
of the various states of pulchritude. 

Former showgirls from such night club or theatrical cen¬ 
ters as New York City, Chicago, Us Vegas and Hollywood, 
are finding their waits between jobs or husbands not at all 
dull these days, if they decide to fly dowm to Miami Beach. 
Some of them even plan their divorces down there, glad of an 
excuse to remain as long as six months at a time, thanks to 
the fact that this area, best known for its lavish night clubs 
and hotels which cater to the well-heeled, lias also proved 
equally appealing to those looking for heels who can be their 
sole support. 

Since Miami Beach has almost no legitimate or even semi¬ 
legitimate show business, many of these girls are hard put 
to find some way to make a living, while waiting to make 
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contact with Mr. Right. So they do the next best thing_get 

some kind of job part-time and spend the rest of their waking 
hours trying to create a good impression on various targets. 

Because they have to look as though they’re not wrapped 
up in such ambitious dreams, they try to register at one of 
the better hotels for background. If short of funds, they' team 
up with one or two other girls, and use the lavish hotel pools 
to display the latest of Bikinis and sex-appeal. In this way, 
they hope a poolside conversation with eligible males will 
put them in the social swim that much sooner. 

After all, casual introductions are the basis of Miami 
Beach friendships. The people wdio go there in season—from 
December through April—know what to expect and how 
costly everything is. The men, particularly conventioneers, are 
out for a good time and certainly aren’t going to ask for 
references or intentions from their temporary playmates. 
Part of the Beach’s hidden charm is the fact that at 850 a 
day the hotels—the biggest ones, anyway—aren’t going to 
hang up a set of blue laws or check on what the guests are 
doing in their lavish suites. The gag. though, is that if a 
policeman ever blew a whistle in the lobbies of some hotels, 
half tiie “visitors” would run out because they’re unregistered 
“overnight” guests. One such place is even blase about the 
fact that its nickname is “The Bordello With Silken Curtains.” 

But does this make the visiting ex-showgirls akin to prosti¬ 
tutes? Noi in their dictionary! They feel that women in show 
biz have to be less capricious with the opposite sex, but 
that still doesn’t make them sisters to the ordinary Cash- 
In-Carrie of telephone fame. Our heroines are out for no 
mere fee-for-a-night deal, although you won’t find them 
avoiding cash detours along their road to success. But they’d 
rather have their romance in terms of trading kisses for 
such crazy mementoes as diamonds, minks, real estate or 
wedding bells. One former TV eyeful has made a career of 
switches in midstream. Her latest Lothario was a well-heeled 
San Salvadorian, who insisted on her accompanying him 
home for a visit. After six months, even his generosity had 
lost its charms, so she flew' back to Miami Beach, cashed in 
his gifts and set herself up in a hotel to try American again! 

Those not as lucky as she aren’t too particular as to the 
kind of work they get. as long as it pays well in cash or 
contacts. They also use it as cover from the Miami Beach 
law' which says that a girl is not a prostitute or a vagrant if 
she can prove that she at least works at something legitimate 
part-time. That’s win in some concessions of Miami Beach 
hotels you’ll, often find beautiful young women, still wearing 
make-up from their night out, performing as waitresses, 
drugstore saleswomen, florists, receptionists, etc. 

Other former showgirls get to Miami Beach and slip into 
modelling in the questionable agencies I of which there are 
many ) and wind up in the posing racket for fringe photo¬ 
graphers. Some girls go into the car-hop business—very 
profitable—and worthwhile (to them) for contacts after work. 

One former New York showgirl who has finally retired 
from Miami Beach inti) the anonymity of marriage to a poor 
but lovable fellow, tells how she was persuaded to go to 
M iami Beach a couple of years ago by a circular sent to 
at-liberty girls like herself from a firm purported to be old 





and well-established, hut was looking for new “faces’' for 
photographic modelling. 

Her first job was to model garden furniture, hut instead 
of the usual marble figurines, the client thought it would be 
“cute" to have Suzie marbleize herself and take various 
poses on the divans, etc., that would enhance the pictures. 
She pleaded allergy to the product and went back to the 
agency. Then they sent her to be “hostess'' at a convention, 
which many showgirls find a perfect open sesame to their 
ambitions. But Susie didn't think “hostessing’' should in¬ 
clude drinking, dancing or other things with the guests, so 
she lost out after one evening. Then she was given a “last 
dunce,” as a switchboard-receptionist in a night club, but 
the actions she was supposed to be receptive to pot a “doesn’t 
answer'’ from her. and that was when Suzie went back to The 
Bronx, N. Y., and derided she couldn’t take it. 

Actually, a number of model agencies in Miami Beach are 
legitimate and former showgirls Jo make money and nice 
contacts through them, but even more are questionable. First 
of all, a model agency is supposed to be licensed, but since 
part of the Beach ruling is that o model agency operator must 
prove good moral character to obtain a license, many of them 
remain without same. But since it takes some time for the law 
to catch up with the operation, the same “operators” con¬ 
tinuously open new* “model agencies'' in the town and place 
their “models.” 

Anybody can call for a model. Just specify your needs— 
blonde, 36-22-35—and the agency sends her to your address. 
What happens there is between you and “the model.” Some 
licensed agencies will only send models to office addresses, 
others check with the Better Business Bureau to find out 
whether you are a member in good standing of the business 
community, but the “quickie” ones are only interested in 
making a fast buck from their commissions. 

Some showgirls become independent models. They are 
sent to Miami Beach by a garment manufacturer who asks 
them to show his “line” to prospective customers there. The 
job is just for a few days and is legitimate, but if any of them 
wants to stay behind (most of them do), she can get a lot 
of work on a “retainer” basis for entertaining customers of 
the firm, and entertaining her own prospects for the future. 

Frequently local radio and TV stations, or business firms, 
will celebrate their anniversaries by sending “show girls” to 
deliver birthday cakes to all the local ad agencies (which 
lake up four pages in the yellow pages of their telephone 
book). Since many of these ad services arc one-man opera¬ 
tions, and not legit agencies in the real sense of the term, 
the advent of these Bikini-clad girls is a welcome diversion. 
Eventually, the girls forget what they are supposed to he sell¬ 
ing in the first place, and the cake is always gTcat! 

If a showgirl is still trying to earn a legitimate buck but 
has had her fill of the dubious excuses for same, she can 
always be a stripper. Miami Beach lawmakers have tried 
for years to ban this stripping, and their latest unsuccessful 
attempt was in April, I960, when a law was passed defining 
all public stripping as illegal. It was immediately challenged 
as unconstitutional and the matter is still pending. One strip 
place uses as many as a dozen different strippers a night who 


doff their clothes to recorded music. It changes the cast 
every few week*. m.« that any ex-showgirl in a real quandary 
ran solve it fur a while, at least. She would also be expected 
to mix and drink with thr customers, but nobody openly 
suggests that she prostitute herself for her art. 

One former showgirl didn’t like stripping, but decided to 
go into a job as a telephone ofierator at one of the biggest 
hotels on the Beach. She got fired a few weeks later, but 
not before she had made a nice amount in “commissions” 
setting up “dates” for the guests with various showgirl 
friends of hers who were in town. 

Apart from the legality of having a respectable job, ex¬ 
showgirls like the rule in Miami Beach that should there be 
a raid on a place where she might be caught in a delicate 
situation with someone, she could only be held if her partner 
in crime signed a complaint against her I which, of course, 
would involve his name and court appearance). 

Slating it frankly, Miami Bcachitcs look on well-to-do 
former showgirls as the aristocrats among prostitute*. But 
occasionally one becomes a “beach bum,” in spite of her 
money. There's one internationally-known figure w'ho misses 
her fame more than the fact that she was the part-time 
sweetheart of the producer who starred her for sixteen years, 
despite having four husbands during that time- Running 
into her in a sleazy Beach bar. a former friend w # as shocked 
to find that she sits around bars from the time they open 
in the forenoon uhtil early the next morning when they close, 
usually clad only in a Bikini or, when it’s chilly, with only 
a mink coat covering her. She drinks steadily, eats little, 
still has the gorgeous figure, but her face is ravaged by 
liquor and the bitterness which shows itself by constant 
streams of q>itheis against her former love. And proof of 
her comedown in the world is that her companions in lush- 
dom are not the scions of the past but lesbians, whose bar 
bills the former showgirl pays. But where else could any one 
sink into oblivion so easily and *till Ik* protected by the 
kindness and understanding of the local inhabitants, who 
never let any harm come to her when she passes out at the bar? 

If a girl ha* a taste for water (to sail on. not to drink) 
there’s good fishing for men on the many yachts docket! 
along the waterways of Miami and Miami Beach. Any fellow 
with a half-way-decent yacht usually likes to live it up with 
the prettiest females in town, the newer the merrier, and 
uften hires one or two of the off-duty Harbor police to do 
the actual handling of his boat while he handles die free¬ 
wheeling which goes on at parties aboard. 

Sometimes a show girl latches on to a local Miami Beach-ite 
and thinks »he> got it made, but it could often turn out the 
other way. One beautiful girl married a local hotel owner 
who had a tin ear. He always found himself conveniently 
hard-of-hearing when she complained about his wealthy busi¬ 
ness contacts or gurnts propositioning her. Eventually, his 
sight failed from time to time, especially when she disap¬ 
peared up$4dir* with someone he needed busine**-w T i*e. 

Perhaps what hapj>ei»* to ex-showgirls in Miami Beach is no 
different than what could happen anywhere else. But of one 
thing you can lie sure-—it’s one place where they never have 
to be hungry, thirsty or alone—if they don’t want to be! END 
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Cramped Love Life 


Even as he sings praise of mechanical integrity and function¬ 
alism , the prideful sports car owner must yet feel, occasional¬ 
ly , a secret longing for his old Detroit Iron days when a mans 
car could serve as his home away from home—or at least one 
room of it. But not his sports car. There's nothing safer than 
a bucket seat ; and what more formidable bundling board 
than a gear-shift lever? Alas , the romantic sports car may 
have struck a blow for purity! 




You'll only get kinks in a Hillman Minx! 


Casanova would have done no hraggin’ 
if he'd tried love in a Yolkswagon! 




Her virtue won't get lost-in ... an Austin! 


It's downright ridiculous to even try it—in a 


Fiat! 
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Nor can you get overly frientlv in a 



In a Mercedes Benz, Mercedes won’t bend! 


The motor’s easy to get at, and 
—in a Vauxhall! 



Harlem Globe Trotters will never become 
fodders in these small autor*! 


You’ll have to be satisfied with just a malt- 
in a Renault! 
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THE WEBS THEY WEAVE (Continued from pope 4) 


in town he dropped by to make my ac¬ 
quaintance, He was the husband of Bridget 
Hayes with whom Margaret was supposed 
to be spending the weekend. Bridget, how¬ 
ever, has been in Phoenix, Arizona, for a 
week now', visiting her mother who was 
taken suddenly ill. Evidently, Margaret 
neglected to call her friend to set up an 
alibi. Mister Hayes was shocked and em¬ 
barrassed at first at having inadvertently 
exposed a situation the existence of which 
he had never remotely suspected. Before 
long, however, as we continued to talk and 
compare notes, we couldn’t help hut arrive 
at the painful conclusion that we were Iw>th 
being deceived by our wives.'* 

“Oh. come now, Gordon, there's probably 
a perfectly logical explanation for Mar- 
caret's behavior. I'm sure you’re mistaken. 
Margaret loves you. But, even if it were 
true, whv should you think I was the man 
involved?” 

“She’s my wife; and while I've been 
married to her for less than a year, never¬ 
theless. I’ve managed to learn a few things 
about her in that time. Call it a feeling—a 
sort of intuition. But little things between 
you and Margaret—smiles, certain little 
private jokes, glances, simultaneous ab¬ 
sences at parties and dinners—things like 
that a man notices without ever thinking 
anything about them until something hap¬ 
pens to point their true significance—make 
them all add up to a sudden dreadful 
certainty.” Church's tall figure seemed all 
at once to droop. “I know she’s here,” he 
insisted. 

“Gordon, Gordon.” Jack shook his head 
sorrowfully. “I assure you you’re all wrong 
about this. Margaret is a damned attractive 
woman and I do have a reputation for 
liking beautiful women. But do I have to 
remind vou that I am also an utterly self¬ 
ish man? Why. without your business I’d 
have nothing but a two-hit advertising 
acencv. Why would I risk losing an account 
that the most important agencies on Madi¬ 
son Avenue would give anything to handle? 
But quite apart from selfish considerations. 
Gordon, you’re my friend Jack walked 
over to the older man. threw an affectionate 
arm around his shoulders. “And whatever 
you may think, I would never be guilty of 
disloyalty to a man I respect and—yes— 
love. I don't wish to embarrass you, Gordon, 
but as a favor to me, won’t you look 
through the place and satisfy yourself that 
Pm telling the truth?" 

Church was obviously thrown off balance 
by the suggestion. For some moments he 
stared narrowly at Warren. Then he said, 
“If vou’re counting on my natural sens** 
of dignity to bluff me out of searching 
this cabin, you’re sadly mistaken. Where 
Margaret's concerned 1 have no dignity. I 
firmly believe she's here.” 

Jack shrugged, stepped aside and with a 
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gesture invited Gordon Church to make 
himself free of the house. 

Besides the living room, there were only 
three other rooms; kitchen, hath, and bed¬ 
room. Church searched them thoroughly, 
looking out on the service porch and in 
the closets, going so far as to feel around 
to see if she might not be concealed be¬ 
hind the clothing hanging there. 

“I—I guess 1 owe you an apology. Jack.” 
the crestfallen Church said when they had 
returned to the living room. “I w r a* so sure. 
Perhaps 1 am mistaken. But if she’s not 
here, where can she be?” He sat down 
heavily, clasping his gloved hands between 
his knees and staring blankly at them. 
“Jack, you don’t know what it’s like to love 
a woman the way I love Margaret. You 
take women lightly, treat them as mere 
instruments of pleasure. I could never do 
that. You know something. Jack; while I 
was driving up here I swore I’d divorce 
her if I found her up here with you. But 
now that I don't know’ where she is—mavhe 
run out on me or God knows what—I know 
that I could forgive her anything, if only 
she comes back to me.” 

Sitting there with his white head bowed, 
lines of suffering grooving his face, he 
seemed somehow very old and infinitely 
weary. His whole figure seemed to sag. 
Jack looked at him with an impatient con¬ 
tempt, listening, though without actually 
hearing what Gordon was saying. Would the 
old fool never stop babbling? Margaret 
must he freezing by now. Suppose she be¬ 
came frightened up there all alone with 
the soft animal scurrying* in the darkness, 
all the unsourced creaking* and breathings 
of a strange house in unfamiliar country 
tearing at her frazzled nerve-ends. What if 
she panicked, began to scream? And why. 
whv. why, for a supposedly intelligent man, 
did he do such stupid things as to romance 
the wife of the one man who could ruin 
him? Why did he lose all control of him¬ 
self where a beautiful woman was con¬ 
cerned? He had to get Gordon out of the 
cabin as quickly as possible. 

He walked over to place a hand on his 
client’s shoulder. “Gordon.” he said, inject¬ 
ing a note of sympathy into his voice. “Pm 
sure it’s not at all the wav you imagine 
it. Why don’t you return home—Margaret 
may be there right now. Of course, you’re 
welcome to stay here tonight, if you wish: 
hut I know damn well you won’t he able 
to rest with this uncertainty preying on 
your mind. And it’s such a long drive 
back to the citv. As 1 say, however, if 
you'd rather wait until tomorrow—” 

“Oh, no, no.” Church rose heavily, “1 
have no intention of staying. You’re quite 
right: PII have no peace of mind until 1 
know where Margaret is.” He put on his 
homhurg, shambled to the door. “I hope 
you’ll overlook this. Jack. Now, when I 


realize how groundless my suspicious were, 
I feel rather ashamed of my behavior.” 

“Forget it,” Jack magnanimously. “We 
all make mistakes. Belter bo careful driv¬ 
ing; these mountain roads can be tricky at 
night.” 

Jack watched his client get info his car 
and drive away, standing in the doorway 
until the red taillights had disappeared into 
the blackness. Then he closed the door. A 
sudden curious faintness hit him then so 
that he was forced to lean against the wall. 
He hadn’t realized until now how* keved 
up he’d been throughout Gordon’s visit. His 
heart was still pounding in his chest from 
the tension and excitement when he finally 
pushed himself away from the wall. 

In the bedroom, he looked at the chest 
of drawers and groaned. He thought of 
pry ing the trapdoor up with a broom handle 
and having Margaret let herself down as 
far as she could, then drop the rest of the 
way. But hr knew it was useless even to 
suggest it. Margaret, for all her suppleness 
of body and grace of movement, was 
athletically inept and clumsy—she would 
very likely break an arm or a leg even 
if he could persuade her to make the effurt. 

“Oli, hell, might as well get it over 
with.” he muttered aloud. 

He pulled the heavy chest away from 
the wall and started shoving it across the 
floor. By the time he had it in place in 
the closet, he was again perspiring profusely 
and his heart was knocking painfully 
against his ribs. He simply had to rest for 
a while, get his breath. He stretched out 
on the chest, lying on his hack, his breast 
heaving. 

Pain—sudden, excruciating, paroxysmal 
—pierced him, nailed him. rigid and 
paralyzed, to the chest of drawers filling 
the whole left side of his torso with agony, 
shooting red hot wire* the length of his 
left arm. He tried to scream, hut nothing 
sounded from his lips hut an explosive 
gasp. Oh, God! he prayed, make it stop— 
make it STOP! He felt his face prickle 
as the blood drained away, his head lav- 
in a slowly growing puddle of cold 
perspiration. 

He had one brief surcease from pain, 
one lucid moment in which he thought of 
Margaret and wondered, without really 
caring, how long it would be before she 
sensed that something was w r rong, before 
she started scrabbling around in the dark 
in a frantic effort to find with useless 
fingernails the hairline crack that separated 
the trapdoor from the rest of the floor. 
How long before somebody thought to in¬ 
vestigate his prolonged absence from 
familiar haunts and discovered the bodies of 
Margaret Church and her lover? 

One moment of lucidity and then the 
pain relumed, renching into his chest like 
a hand to grasp his heart and squeeze it 
unmercifully, until it could hear no mom 
and it ceased to heat. END 
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Playing a patient game in 


A CIRCLING 


quest for prey 


HAWK 


A story by Donald F. Ellingwood , Jr. 

efrim slaughter shaded his eyes with his hand to keep the 
high sun from blinding his sight as he watched a lonely hawk 
slowly circling high in the sky above. Smart bird, he thought 
to himself. Stays high so it can see all the land below in its 
quest for prey. It played a patient game and waited high 
enough so no one could do it any harm. Efrim tried to men¬ 
tally estimate how long the menacing hawk would remain 
waiting in the blue, cloudless sky before swooping dowm on 
some unfortunate fowl. It would probably wait until night¬ 
fall w r hen the sun went down over the broad ridge at the 
western end of the farm. Then it might try to get at his chic¬ 
kens or some over at the Sias farm where Elinda had come 
from. 

His gaze returned to the earth and the porch where he 
sat. His aged hound dog, Toby, slept by his feet in the shade, 
unmindful of the sun’s heat that was torturing the dry earth. 
Efrim’s mind lapsed to thought and the pleasant scene that 
pictured itself there was Elinda. She was only fifteen the day 
he married her and he was rapidly closing the gap toward 
his fiftieth year. She was blonde with childish features he 
was sure would never mature while the marks of age were 
already carving their epitaph upon his thin weathered face. 
Nevertheless, it was her parents w T ho conceived it to be the 
perfect match but in their reasoning they had disregarded 
the concept of mutual love. He owned a farm, it was his 
free and clear of debt, a feat not too many other farmers in 
this part of the country were fortunate to accomplish. Just 
about everyone that lived around Simondsville owed money 
to the bank in town. Efrim was old in years but he had the 
security that Elinda’s parents wanted so much for their 
daughter and Elinda, not wanting to go against her parents 
wishes, consented to marry Efrim. 

The wedding was to take place at her parents 7 farm and 
Efrim celebrated the occasion by going to town and buying 
a new r suit. It was die first new r suit that he had owned in 
over thirty years and his mind and eyes neglected to tell 
him that it fit poorly because he was preoccupied with 
thoughts that Elinda was going to be his bride. 

All the' families from the neighboring farms attended to 
rejoice with them and survey both the serious and light as¬ 
pects of the fete. Horses and wagons waited outside while 
the ceremony proceeded inside the small farmhouse. The 
minister had been a half hour late in arriving setting every¬ 
one on edge but the ceremony finally got under way. 

Elinda stood beside Efrim, her golden tresses combed 
neatly about her head, extending down and over her shoulders 
onto the multicolored pattern of her new' dress. Her gaze 
remained fixed to the floor while the minister solemnly read 
from his book. When it came time for her to recite her part, 
Elinda’s voice was almost inaudiable to even Efrim s ears 
as he stood close at her side. Soon the final words came and 
they were man and wife, He hesitated to kiss the bride and 
before he could make up his mind people clammered up 
yelling “congratulations,” “I hope you’ll both be very happy,” 
“It was a beautiful wedding,” and the real festivities began. 

There was dancing and shouting and wine poured freely 
from the big cask that had been set up in the middle of the 
table. Everyone took advantage (Continued on page 60) 


46/gentleman 








FROM 

AN 

OUT- 

ISLAND 


what MORE appropriate origin for an 
offbeat drink than Eluthera, an “Out* 
Island’* in the corner of the Bahamas? 
Photographer Sid Latham discovered 
this distinctive potion, called the 'Trench 
Take It Or Leave It," at the hotel French 
Leave while on an assignment. Curious 
about these long-stemmed drinks, he 
paid a visit to hotel owner Craig Kelly 
w 5 ho. it turned out, was a fellow New 
Yorker and former Broadway actor. The 
drink, he learned, was Mr. Kelly $ per¬ 
sonal innovation. Creme de Menthe and 
light Jamaica rum mixed half-and-half 
and garnished with a slice of pineapple, 
lime, and Maraschino cherries. It re* 
p<e**s in a special crystal glass which 
rises to the giddy height of twenty-one 
and one-half inches, making it possible 
to sip from a chair without lifting the 
glass from the floor. “It might be called/ 
said Mr. Latham, “a lazy man's drink 
. . . perfect for an island in the Ba¬ 
hamas." The unique glass, incidentally, 
can be obtained for through Ham- 

mar her Schlemmer. 14S Last o, t h Street. 
New York. New York. 
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This Hollywood tailor has managed to make “< 


in Hollywood, California, today, there is a man who makes 
sure that the crotch in all motion picture and television 
“crotch shots’* is well-tailored. 

He is a greying, self-confessed failure from Brooklyn who 
goes under the improbable name of “Nudie/* and his in¬ 
fluence on our Western heritage and six gun culture may 
be greater than the coming of the first white woman to 
Virginia City. 

Variously described as a “Buckskin Dior/’ and the “King 
of Calico/’ Nudie almost single-handedly has drastically 
changed not the face of the West but just about everything 
else in personal appearance west of the Pecos. In so doing, 
this tailor who specializes in western clothing, has managed 
to make “Dude” a respected word and blue jeans an item of 
clothing only historically significant. He has managed to 
rope and corral exclusive design and tailoring rights to the 
wardrobes of America’s top 100 cowboys and cowgirls, sup¬ 
plies that authentic “Nudie” look to some twenty network 
television westerns, some dozen or more motion picture 
westerns every year. 

“In fact/’ commented one TV wardrobe mistress, “if it 
weren’t for Nudie, television’s most popular westerns would 
still be shown in glorious shades of rawhide and homespun.” 

As indication of his involvement in the Western scene, 
Roy Rogers and Dale Evans give Nudie complete credit for 
“making them,” through clothing characterization Gene 
Autry calls Nudie his “Companero,” a highly friendly term 
of the old West. Popular recording star Cliffie Stone has 
tagged Nudie, “The greatest designer in Hollywood today,” 


NUDIE 

THE 

DUDE 


a respected word By Terry Galanoy 


and Tex Williams recently wore a gem-emblazoned outfit 
against his will because Nudie suggested it. 

Several years ago, television kingpin Arthur Godfrey sud¬ 
denly developed a spur-tanious look in his eye, deviated from 
the show script, commercials and visiting guests to lean con¬ 
fidentially forward into the camera and order a cowboy 
suit from Nudie. At home in Los Angeles’ sprawling San 
Fernando Valley. Nudie sat patiently at set-side, took down 
the vital measurements. 

It was just a few months later that Texas millionaire 
Glenn McCarthy decided to give a “Nudie” party at the 
then McCarthy-famous Shamrock Hotel. Calling Nudie long¬ 
distance, McCarthy had the bright-eyed, stocky tailor winging 
southward within hours. I pon arrival. Nudie found Mc¬ 
Carthy’s suite bunkhoused with some fifty guests and he was 
put to work designing individual cowboy outfits for the lot. 
Nudie’s final bill came to over $25,000. 

And. just recently, eighteen important western movie stars 
gave a surprise party for Nudie at his Southern California 
workshop. During the spur-jangling, drink-lassoing activities, 
there was a sudden mass stillness; a collective sharp intake 
of breath. Coming in one door was Roy Rogers. Across the 
room, entering from another doorway. Gene Autry. It had 
been a long-standing Hollywood feud and the initial suspense 
made Hiph \oon look like "Happy Hour.” 

Just when the suspense was heavy enough to be staked 
out and mined, the two screen sagebrushers slapped leather— 
but the leather was Nudie’s latest fringed, embroidered, 
jeweled, tanned “riding outfit for personal appearances. 
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Choice of embroidered guitar, state outline, piano keys, 
stage coach or horseshoe added across the back at slight 
extra charge.’' 

Although Nudie turns out cowboy pants for $5.95 and 
shirts fbr $2.49, his largest “slight extra charge” was for a 
twentv-four-karet gold-hammered lame suit set far and wide 
with rhinestones. The outfit required the full time of four good 
men and true for six weeks and ended up including gold 
shoes, silver vest, gold tie, silver belt and even gold metallic 
socks. The final price: $10,000. The purchaser: Elvis Presley 
who made the outfit internationally famous and who wore 
out the knees (knees? ) all in one w f eek. 

Nudie’s complete establishment includes a boot shop, a 
tailor shop, a leather shop and a horse equipment shop. His 
half-million dollar inventory of boots, saddles, gallonage hats, 
jeans, squaw r dresses, feathered headdresses, and other 
clothing items associated with the West fill a block-long 
combined store-oflice-workshop in which the Brooklyn Bucko 
spends ten hours a day. During that time he is liable to re¬ 
ceive an order for clothing from Governor and Mrs. Frank 
Clement, South American cattle baron Enrique Garcia, or 
from similar politicos or leading citizens of England, Hawaii, 
Australia, Japan, Germany, Alaska and other sections of 
the world where America’s early West traditions have captured 
the imagination. 

“I’ve run into Nudie all over the world.” T. Texas Tyler, 
a cowboy singer, reported. “Don’t think it isn't funny to see 
a fringed buckskin jacket on the Ginza.” 

Another one of Nudie’s customers wrote back in a some¬ 
what fit of pique because he had seen the identical Longhorn- 
embroidered shirt on another individual. The location was 
Bond Street in London. 

Despite the fact that his shop is swamped with theatrical 
jobs and personalities, it is also stamped by everyday, off- 
the-street individuals who, more and more, lean tow r ard 
frontier pants, embroidered and piped shirts, curly-brimmed 
hats. Numbered amongst Nudie’s steady customers are 
bankers, advertising executives, electronics engineers, police¬ 
men, songwriters, and even several psychologists. 

One such psychologist listened to Nudie’s explanation of 
America's new craze for tilings Western. “You see,” Nudie 
spoke up, “it’s what you might call an extension of the 
cowbov-and-lndian games we all used to play when w T e were 
young. Jt also gives a man a chance to dress up flashily 
without looking like a sissy and it gives him a fan time 
just in wearing these clothes. I don’t think that TV has 
had any influence on this, it just happened at the same time 
that cowboy shows became popular. You know, how' long 
it’s been since you've heard the phrase, 'drugstore cowboy 
used? Today, everybody either is or wants to be one.” 

The psychologist listened, nodded his head, added, "Nudie, 
in support of that remember that we're one of the few 
cultures in which elaborate dress is not a status symbol 
and a symbol of masculinity. If you think back, you'll realize 
that this has been true in other times and other places but 
here, today, the sombre-suited man is generally considered 
the wealthiest or most powerful. Well, maybe this is chang- 
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ing. Many of my patients wear Western costumes and they 
realize that they’re kidding themselves—but on the square.” 

“It gives him a chance to act like a peacock and parade,” 
Nudie interjected. 

“And it comes out of a strong male heritage and tradition,” 
the psychologist agreed. “There’s nothing so different about 
cowboy clothespin our time. Think about masculine costumes 
of the past like primitive headdresses, plumes and feathers, 
beads and baubles, armor and helmet, body and face paint, 
male hair styling . . 

“Gee, maybe I’m a leader . . Nudie mused. 

Paradoxically enough, all of this “leadership” came out 
of complete failure. Born in the Brownsville section of 
Brooklyn in 1902, Nudie received his first sewing instruction 
from a bootmaker father. His childhood w f as completely un¬ 
eventful until the day he discovered that the word “horse’ 
was not the way some of his friends talked but an animal. 
From that day on, Nudie sought out, stroked, fondled, 
petted, and fed every milk wagon nag that wandered within 
running distance and, at age sixteen, when Nudie was offered 
the opportunity to go West, he went. The chance was pre¬ 
sented to him by one-time Middleweight Champion A1 McCoy 
who had watched Nudie box in semi-main events at local 
arenas. 

After three years of literally taking it on the chin, Nudie 
decided that it was easier to become a “peanut-eater” for 
Warner Brothers. In this line of career development, Nudie 
earned S3.00 each day for eating peanuts or popcorn as part 
of a motion picture mob scene. 

When tile peanut-puncturing business gave out, Nudie 
tried his hand at designing gowns for the Hollyw'ood stars 
and when that didn’t work out, he had a little material left 
over and went into the manufacture of a complete line of 
G-strings for the burlesque brigade. “Believe it or not,” Nudie 
comments, “a man can go broke in both.” 

In 1942, cowboy star Tex Williams was organizing a band 
in Los Angeles and Nudie approached the famous singer 
for a contract to supply the costumes. Williams looked Nudie 
up and down, outlined his needs, finally gave Nudie the nod- 

“Wonderful!” said Nudie, “but I don’t have a sewing 
machine or any material . . 

Williams scratched his chin for a moment, looked Nudie 
over once again and then went out and hocked his saddle 
for enough money to put Nudie into business. 

That was his first costume order and, since then, Nudie 
has become as much a part of the West as the paint ponies 
he keeps for his family’s riding pleasure on their San 
Fernando Valley ranch. 

The Brooklyn baster also boasts a vast collection of 
country and western recordings, complete early-western ranch 
house decor in his home, and an avid interest in western 
folklore and legend. 

Nudie is equally famous for his “cayuse.” A light-colored 
Pontiac convertible (below), the car bears steer horns on 
the front bumper, a mounted six gun on the hood, mounted 
thoroughbreds on the front fenders, six guns as door handles, 
three mounted rifles on the trunk and rear fenders, horsehide 



upholstery and trim, horse shoes on the rear bumper and a 
fence-wagon wheel-bucking bronco-cowboy scene, on the rear- 
bumper-mounted spare tire. 

"Getting on the freeway with Nudie is like getting into 
a cattle drive on the Chisolm Trail." one observer commented. 

"It looks like Nudie’s Last Stand/' another agreed. 

Commenting upon Nudie and his way of life, rodeo star 
Casey Tibbs said. "Nudie is an interesting guy but. more 
that that, he’s a leader. He took a glamorous period of 
American history and took the blue jeans off’n it Then he 
dressed it up in a bib and tucker worthy of all the legends 
and stories of the old West." 

This comment was seconded by television’s Hugh O’Brian 
who added. "If TV’s Wyatt Earp or any other cowboy 
character dressed as the real-life counterparts really did— 
filthy, stained jackets, ripped, frayed pants, longjohn tops 
as shirts - -we’d be oil the air within thirteen weeks." 

Nudie’s "look" has extended so far, however, that within 
a recent week he was called upon to: 

Prepare thirty elaborate uniforms for a sheriff’s posse to 
wear in parades . . . 

Outfit hundreds of Southern California automobile sales¬ 
men for a special "Big Gun" promotion. Nudie equipped 
these car sellers with shirts, pants, hats, jackets, boots and 
ties. At last count, the Southern California zone was out¬ 
selling all others across the nation . . . 

Help Robert Taylor select several outfits and a pile of 
horse trappings for his own personal use . . . 

Organize and design the costumes and outfits for the new 


Audio Murphy "Whispering Smith" television series . . . 

Get under way to outfit every character in a new major 
motion picture, Seven Ways to Sundown . 

Between times, he supervised his operation, waited upon 
old friends and theatrical customers, took time out to reassure 
a young man that frontier pants were okav to wear to a 
barbecue party. Most important, he stole moments out of his 
day to sit down with paper and pencil and let his mind drift 
back to sky-clutching purple mountains, cactus-feathered 
sweeps of prairie, a soft cottonwood leaning toward the thata- 
way, the clear, cold jangle of gear-like spurs against a splin¬ 
tered wooden sidewalk, the blackening oil smudges on a 
saddle, the glint of blue moonlight on grass-stained steer 
horns, and even the muted rinkle-tinkle of a piano melody 
leaking through the slats of a swinging door. 

Out of those thoughts, out of that mental image, will come 
a new West as Nudie thinks it should have been and as his 
customers want it to be. Nudie’s old West, tomorrow, may 
sport orchid themes, gold kid inlays, Mother-of-Pearl boot 
heels, suits with strawberry embroidery, foot-high shamrocks, 
neck-to-waist fringe, triple breasted shirt fronts, even Preslev’s 
gold lame outfit produced in quantity for the masses. 

Whatever comes out of Nudie’s imagination and sewing 
machine, il will join the already-produced tens of thousands 
of embellishments and decorations w T hich Nudie has created 
as the "authentic" look of the American cowboy. And which 
the world now accepts as historically authentic. 

Saddle up your clothes horse, pard. Nudie the Dude and 
his new-old West are heading your way. end 
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“All the news that fits. She was seen icith him , < H\m Hnu.Fi> the du-el of white ropy paper out of the type- 

SO I printed it . . By John Turner wntcr - ^ anrr< I brink at the lead of his column, shrugged in 

private indifference. then frowned at the suddenly ringing 
phone. 

“Lric Grant?*’ the voire wanted to know. 

“Guilty.” said Grant. 


“Jensen, at Vista Pictures. What are you trying to do to 
<>ur breadwinner? That item in this morning's rolumn about 
her being seen with Freddy Acer G going to sell us no tickets,” 
The man spoke lightly, but Grant could hear an edge of 
tension in the voire. “All the news that fits/’ Grant replied. 
“She was seen with him. so I put it in the column.” 

“But Darcy savs she doesn’t know him. never saw him, 
and is about ready to carve me because she thinks I planted 
the item. You know, her new flick opens this week, but not 
even 1 am hard up enough to link her name with Freddv 
Acer. With Adolph Hitler, maybe, but not with Freddy Acer.” 

Grant thought of Darcy Summers, then of Freddy Acer. 
It wasn't much of a combo no matter how you looked at 
it. Darcy stood tall and full bodied with surging breasts, 
narrow waist, classically full-blown hips, and long, gentlv* 
curving legs. She was the new Great White Hope of Vista 
Pictures. Lana. Kim. and Marilyn all in one. Her body had 
stopped a million pairs of eyes in nearly as many life-sued 
posters outside movie houses everywhere She was on the 
threshold of stardom, all set for the big moment, the last 



needed break. Her new pic ture, \rrer Love. should do it and 
Vista was already counting the grosses, droolingly. 

Then there was Freddy Acer. He was short, squat. ugl\ 
and sixteen kinds of rich. He was the town's number one 
uneligiblc bachelor. He had many bucks, but most of them 
had come from such interesting sources as the numbers racket, 
bookies, slot machines, and the remaining gamut of unsavory 
possibilities. Acer was exactly the worst possible companion 
for a starlet on the threshold. Along with his reputation as 
number one shady character in town, he had the name of 
number one lecher in America. He was not. by any standards, 
a movie studio's dream escort. He made page one steadily , 
either as a witness before investigating grand juries, or as 
the man who threw the punch in the latest bistro brawl. 
Linking Darcy with Freddv was not doing Vista Pictures an\ 
favor, putting it gently. 

And that was precisely what Grant had done. 

“So what I can tell you?” Grant said, finally. “Tell her to 
have her drinks with Freddy in private.” 

‘She swears she never so much as met him!” the pre** 
agent shrieked. “You gotta give me a fair shake on this. Eric. 
Jazz like this ran hurt this chick and we can’t afford her 
getting hurt. She II make us more money than selling old 
movies to TV. But not if people start reading she’s running 
around with mobsters who have hot pants to boot.” 

“Nice fella.” Grant said. “Misunderstood, that's all ” 

“Will vou use a denial of the item?’ 1 

“If I get it from her.” Grant said. “1 could do a feature 
piece about her at the same time. I mean, run the denial 
in the column and do the feature fur Sunday or so.” 

“Wonderful!” the* agent enthused. “Where can vou tw.» 
get together? Say, tonight?” 
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“Send her over to my dump,” Grant said. “And don’t 
come with her. I want her to talk without you telling her 
what to say.” 

“I don’t know,” the agent said, dubiously. “She’s pretty 
mad about this item. She may not want to go to you." 

“Your problem,” Grant said. “I’m not going all the way 
back downtown, once I get home tonight." Grant paused. 
“HI be home after eight Work it out.” He hung up. 

She came to Grant’s place at nine that night. 

She came wearing something that was black, jersey, and 
clinging. It outlined every eye-stopping inch of her body 
from jutting breast to tapering hips. She wasted no time 
on preliminaries. 

“It’s a goddam lie what you printed about me. I’ve never 
met that mobster Acer.” She sat down quickly on the couch. 
“Don’t you have a drink? Why did you print that story? 
You hate me or something? They’ll kill me at the studio.” 

“My source was pretty reliable,” Grant said, watching the 
way her anger heaved the breastline up and down. 

“It’s still a goddam lie. 1 don’t care if the source was 
Freddy Acer himself. I’ve never laid eyes on him.” 

“That’s not the way I get it.” 

“Are you calling me a liar?” 

“Just telling you some facts,” he said. “I was told you 
were with him and I printed it.” 

“Well, unprint it. Write something else. I wasn’t with him 

and you better say so.” 

“You’ve got it a little mixed up. Grant said. You sound 
like I’m under some obligation to you. I don’t owe you 
anything and I can write what I please. 

“But it’s not true!” she insisted, crossing her legs impati¬ 
ently with a swish of nylon and a glimpse of thigh.^ “Look. 

I know your column is very important and I don t mean 
to sound like I’m ordering you around, but you have to be 
fair about this. I wasn’t with him. I never had anything 
to do with people like that. I need your help. Your column 
hurt me and you’ve got to help me. 

“Now. your attitude is improving,” Grant said, smoothly. 
“I’m sure we can work something out, Darcy. 1 certainly 
wouldn’t want to hurt vou. that s definite. 

He walked over to the couch, mixing a drink for her as 
he came. He handed her the glass, stared down into her 
luminous, troubled eyes. “I’m sure we can work something 
out,” he repeated, softly. “You want a retraction, isn’t that 
it? Now all that’s required is that I become persuaded that 
you, Darcy Summers, are more reliable, more dependable, 
more believable, than the source who gave me this story. 
Think vou can persuade me of that? 

Grant sat down beside her on the couch, watched her sip 
the drink, saw her large round eyes turn to his. She glanced 
at him a long moment “I really wasn’t with him,” she said, 
the anger gone out of her voice “It’s not fair to say I was 
with him. I really, really wasn't.” 

Grant was watching her mouth. “Go on,” he murmured, 
moving a little closer. “I’m listening. You’re very persuasive. 
I want to believe every word you say. Talk to me 

She smiled at him over her glass, then placet! it on the 
table beside her. She turned to him, lifting her long legs 


up onto the couch, tucking them beneath her. Her shoes 
dropped to the floor. “I’m glad we’re going to be friends,” 
she said. “1 think you’re really very nice, after all.” 

“I’m glad you think so,” he said, glancing down to where 
her knees peeked out beneath the hem of the skirL “Now 
where were we? You want a retraction and 1 want to be 
persuaded, wasn’t that it?” 

“Yes,” she said softly, looking at him. “I’m sure I can 
persuade you that you were wrong about me.” 

“I don’t want to be persuaded about that,” Grant said. 
“I want to be shown that I was right about you.” 

“Let’s see now.” she said, holding out her arms. . . . 
Grant was reading a press release the next morning, look¬ 
ing for material to fill out the column- The release told him 
that one Sally Evers was opening the weekend show at the 
Cillion Room in the Hotel Masters. An eight-by-ten glossy of 
Sally was included in the release and Grant could see that 
Sally needed to do little singing to be a sensation. Clearly, 
her major talent would be in the simple act of exhaling and 
inhaling while oozing out of a tight gown. Grant propped 
up die picture of Sally beside him for inspiration, and 
glanced at the copy paper in the typewriter. 

“Our mistake,” it read, “in die item of Tuesday reporting 
that ravishing young Darcy Summers was night-spotting with 
Freddy Acer, man about many towns. Not so. The lovely 
star of the new Vista Pictures spectacular Sever Love has 
Never Mel the gentleman. Wc goofed.” 

The phone rang. “Eric Grant.” the voice said, “this is 
Freddy Acer. Thanks for the plug in the column.” 

“Always glad to help out, Mr. Acer,” Grant said. 

“That’s right,” Acer’s voice said. “It does help out, too. 
You’d be surprised how many broads go for n guy they 
read about in columns like yours. Glamour, or something. 
They figure I’m some kind of producer. Mentions like that 
help me out, you know? Only thing is, this one wasn’t true. 
1 mean, 1 don't even know this broad ” 

“1 know,” Grant said, “but you don’t mind, do you?” 
“Hell, no,” Acer said. “Like I said, these mentions help 
me out. Attracts a lot of quail. But how come you use it if 
you know it's not true,” 

“You know,” Grant said, “I have to fill up so much space 
a day. I use the item, then people call up and want a retraction 
or thev deny it, and I can fill up the column with that. 
Makes my work easier. Besides. 1 like the way some of them 

ask for retractions. Very pleasant.’ 

“Okay,” said Acer. “All right. Just spell the name right. 

Any time.” . 

Grant replaced the phone, smiling, then glanced back to 
the column. He still had a few more lines to go to fill it out. 
He saw the picture of Sally Evers, noted the lush lints of her 
body, thought a minute, smiled again, and began to type. 

“Our error in the Freddy Acer story was one of identifica¬ 
tion. We got our lovely young ladies crossed. Mr. Acer was 
actually in the company of the bright new singing star. ™ l Y 
Evers, opening this weekend at the Cillion Room. Nice going, 
Freddv!” Grant leaned back smiling- 

No doubt Sally Evers would want a retraction, too. And, 
no doubt he could be persuaded to go along with that. END 

gentlentan/59 



A CIRCLING HAWK (Continued from page 46) 


of the occasion and the wine to wish the 
newlyweds a long and prosperous life. 
He and Elinda stood off in one comer of 
the room watching. Once he had caught 
her looking at him with wide, clear eyes 
and a supressed smile. His heart skipped 
a beat and his whole body felt warm. 

It was late when he took her home to 
his farm and the air had become chilled at 
the loss of the sun. She sat beside him 
on the wagon huddled beneath a thin 
shawl trying to hide the shivering that 
shook her body but it didn’t escape Efrim’s 
eyes and he stopped the wagon to remove 
hia coat As he placed it about her shoulders 
an expression of thanks came over her face 
gad he understood. 

~ The time it took to travel the distance 
between the two farms seemed like an 
eternity until at long last they came within 
sight of the farm’s dwellings. Beneath the 
moon that was rapidly approaching its 
fullest the farm stood silhouetted against 
the land. The buildings stood ominous in 
their cloak of grey, casting morbid, black 
shadows. A dying pear tree at the left of the 
main house was standing erect like a 
skeleton in an open grave waiting for the 
wind to come and lay it to rest. 

Efrim tied the horse to the post in front 
of the door and helped Elinda down from 
the 9eat on the wagon. He lead the way 
through the door and she followed with 
silent footsteps. A match flared between 
his fingers and he applied the flame to the 
kerosene lamp and the room became light. 
Even the meager light from the lamp failed 
to hide the dust that blanketed everything 
in the room. He watched Elinda’s eyes as 


they looked around at the strange sur¬ 
roundings. There were dirty dishes in the 
sink and the old cast iron stove was thick 
with the grease of many cookings. ‘I’ll put 
the^ horse and wagon away,” he said softly. 
”lt’» late and I know you’re tired and want 
to sleep.” He smiled gently and watched 
the spots of light from the lamp reflected 
in her tired eyes. “The bedroom is through 
that door. Your Pa brought over vour things 
early this morning. You’ll find them in 
there too.” He left her standing there and 
went to retire the horse to the barn. 

When he returned to the house the light 
in the kitchen was still burning and the 
door to the bedroom was shut. Cupping 
his hand over the top of the lamp he bent 
over and blew it out. Slowly, but with 
familiarity, he crossed the room to the bed¬ 
room door. He started to turn the knob but 
paused, ‘is it alright to come in?” he 
asked in a low toned voice he was sure 
was loud enough to carry through the 
wooden door. 

“Yes,” came a faint reply from the 
otherside. The door swung open under the 
gentle thrust of his hand and he stood 
there in the doorway. 

The moon had reached such a position 
in the evening sky that its full light invaded 
the room through the window giving it 
half the light of day. Beneath the covers 
of the big, iron bed he could plainly see 
the pretty features of Elinda’s face framed 
by the golden strands of her hair that lay 
placid against the whiteness of the sheets. 
Her scared, blue eyes looked at him 
nervously while the rest of her face re¬ 
mained expressionless. He took his eyes 


from hers and started to prepare himself 
for bed. 

His weight made the bed creak as He 
slipped in beside her and instantly felt 
the warmth of the sheets that had been 
warmed by the heat of her young body. 
He lay there motionless as the minutes 
slipped away. His mind was arguing vici¬ 
ously with the gathering desires of his 
flesh that were meticulously gnawing away 
at him. He wanted so much to make love 
to her but how does an old man go about 
ravishing the body of something too young 
to have knowledge of carnal desires? 

His hand slowly slid over the surface of 
the sheet until it detected the coarse mater¬ 
ial of her nightgown. Here it stopped while 
his mind continued its inner struggle with 
his body. His hand continued to slide up 
and over the inert form until it discovered 
and came to rest upon the gentle swell of 
one breast. The tightness of his cupped 
hand caused her to pull away sharply and 
he pulled back his hand irr quick retreat. 
“I’m sorry.” he murmured. 

“No, Lfrim, I should be the one to say 
I’m sorry. I should not have pulled away 
from you.” Elinda’s words were apologetic-. 

“It’s alright for I understand.” 

“No, Efrim, it is all my fault, pother 
told me this very morning that tonight I 
would be married to you and you would 
be my husband. And that by being husbityl 
and wife we must love each other and t 
must obey you as a good wife should.” 

Elinda’s words cut deep into him and he 
looked again into her eyes. This time they 
glistened with the wetness of new tears. 
His hand reached out and his fingers 
penetrated and held her golden hair. “Don’t 
cry, Elinda. It pains me to see you un¬ 
happy on our wedding night. I shall wait 
andj|Bir we’ll sleep.” 

“flo/you must not wait l must not wait. 
I want you to love me now so that we can 
love each other.” 

At the end of her words he bent his 
head so his lips met hers in a kiss that had 
been long in coming. Her lips were cold 
and still like the lips of a stone statue. 
His hand left her hair and began opening 
the long row of buttons that ran the length 
of the gown. Soon the mating surfaces 
parted exposing the youthful charms of her 
body' to the light of the intruding moon 
and aged eyes of Efrim. 

He could say nothing as he gazed at the 
lithe figure that lay still before him por* 
traited in clothless beauty. Here was the 
form of a girl beginning to show the marvel¬ 
ous shape of women hood. 

He closed his eyes so that he wouldn't 
see the fear that would be soon in her tear- 
fiiled eyes. Together they consummated 
their marriage and for him it was a sense¬ 
less and useless act. 

The years passed swiftly beneath the 
steps of time. Efrim’s farm prospered more 
and more with the passing of each harvest 
{Continued on page 62) 
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IF there is any doubt that the leisure 
way of life is here to stay, it can 
b> quickly dispelled by looking at 
the endless amount of equipment now 
available for the lover of the great 
outdoors. One of the latest bits of 
practical equipment is shown here 
—and we don't mean the young lady 
doing the quick change. Wc mean 
the “Nomad/’ a combination camp¬ 
ing trailer and boat. Once on the 
camp site, the Nomad, w ith its shelter 
attachment, provides complete ac¬ 
commodation. Made of moulded fiber¬ 
glass, it is constructed in two parts, 
with the top actually a two-man 
fishing boat which can take a 6-hp 
outboard. Small and compact, the 
Nomad should appeal to any man — 
that is, one who camps out in pur¬ 
suit of his favorite sport. 
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Four years had brought Elinda to full 
maturity, needed youth back into his body, 
and the farm was something to be proud of. 
The house looked like it never had before. 
The windows were bedecked with new cur¬ 
tains and everything inside was as tidy is 
Elinda’s untiring effort coiild make it. Her 
inexhaustible energy had excited Efrim’s 
body with new strength of its own and now 
the farm's buildings stood in good repair 
and boasting loudly the presence of new, 
shining paint. In the fields, his crops grew 
high in the life of the sun and their care 
was an overwhelming task. Efrim decided 
to take on a hired man. 

The day Johnny Rock came to work for 
Efrim was the changing point in life on 
that farm that would never he forgottep. 
Johnny was a young twenty-one years and 
handsome. His face and body were a deep 
brown from long hours in the sun and his 
frame was broad and sturdy like his name. 
Efrim sensed that trouble could arise but 
he convinced himself that none would. 

The farm continued to prosper until one 
day late in that same summer. Efrim had 
come in from the north field to refill the 
jug of water he had consumed while at 
labor. He went directly to find Elinda. The 
kitchen was empty and silent except for 
the gurgling sound of the stew for the 
evening meal as it bubbled in the cauldron 
on the stove. He looked in the front room 
and the bedroom but he couldn’t find her. 
He looked out the window and across the 
yards to the bam. Perhaps she was out 
there getting milk or collecting eggs from 
the hens. He went out to see. 

He approached the ham door. It was 
only open a crack hut he could hear 
strange sounds being emitted from within. 
There were two voices, both familiar voices. 


Elinda’s and Johnny’s. He couldn’t under¬ 
stand their words and he pressed closer 
to hear. 

‘’But Johnny, what if Efrim should 
come?” 

w He won’t. He never comes in from the 
fields until he’s finished his work. You 
ought to know by now that he thrives on 
work. And that he always comes home 
tired and goes to bed right after supper. 
Do you call that being a husband? Do 
you call that love for you?” 

”1 can’t go on doing this to him behind 
his back, Johnny. He’s always been kind 
to me.” 

“Do you love me, Elinda, or don’t you?” 

“You know I do, Johnny, you know I 
do,” Elinda pleaded. “But I can’t keep 
doing something I know will hurt him.” 

“Elinda, listen, he doesn’t love you, he 
never did. All you ever were to him was 
something to look after the house, cook 
his meals and look after these animals.” 

“Yes, I know, but I knew all that when 
I married him.” 

Each word was crushing Efrim as he 
listened. He could stand to listen no longer 
and he turned to walk away. He stopped 
beside one of the small bam windows and 
looked in. Through the dust streaked pane 
he could see Elinda tight in Johnny’s arms, 
her lips fastened tightly to his while his 
hands explored her body. He continued to 
watch as the lovers became incapable of 
supporting their weight and fell together 
onto the hay. 

The inside of Efrim’s body churned with 
rage. A youth had come and taken his 
wife from him along with her love. He 
should have seen it. He should have known 
that something like this was going on. 
Now he had caught them in the act and 


Elinda was as much to blame as was 
Johnny. If she had remained true to him, 
Johnny's advances would have met with 
rejection and things would have been as 
they were. But she had not remained faith¬ 
ful. She had welcomed his advances and 
now they made love right before his eyes, 
daring the whole world to look on. It 
was the law of Cod that no man should 
have hjs wife. He had to punish them, his 
mind told him that. 

He went back to the bam door and 
quietly shut it, slipping the board that 
secured the door closed into the two cast 
iron brackets. From his pocket he produced 
a match. A scratch on a stone set it aflame 
in his hand. He bent to the ground and 
found an opening between two boards 
where the hay stuck out The flame caught 
to the hay and disappeared inside. There 
was no possible way Elinda and Johnny 
could get out once they discovered the fire. 
The windows were too small to permit a 
body to paas through and the hay loft door 
was padlocked closed. It would take a very 
strong man to break down either of the 
two doors. They were trapped and Efrim 
knew it He walked toward the field. 

A year more had passed and the bam 
still remained a crumbled structure of burnt 
wood and charred stone. In a little area 
beyond the rubble near the stone wall there 
was a newly erected picket fence. Within 
its confines were two graves, each marked 
by a cross and bearing a name. One read 
ELINDA SLAUGHTER and the other 
JOHNNY ROCK. At the base of each 
grave was a bunch of freshly picked wild 
flowers in all their restless beauty. 

But Efrim had a secret. There were no 
bodies in those graves. He had come back 
after walking away from the fire he started 
and unlocked the door so that the pair 
could get out. Efrim knew that Johnny’s 
words were truth, that there should have 
been more to their marriage for Elinda 
than scrubbing floors and cooking meals. 
There had to he love, not the love that 
existed out of dependency upon one an¬ 
other but the type of love that exists from 
the beginning and you know is there. He 
told them both to leave and be happy with 
each other. He told her parents that she 
had died in the fire and Johnny had tried 
to save her but they both perished. Hearts 
mend faster after a death than they do 
knowing that a daughter has forsaken 
security for happiness. This was the reason 
for the two graves, 

Efrim looked at the rest of the farm 
from where he sat and already it was 
mourning Elinda’s absence. The paint was 
beginning to peel and the inside of the 
house had already gathered another sum¬ 
mer’s dust His body was exhausted but 
his mind was at peace knowing that the 
two were somewhere and very much in 
love with each other. Someday he would 
hear from them hut now he was content 
to sit and watch a circling hawk. EWD 
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GENTLEMAN’S CHOICE IN 

BOOKS and RECORDS 


before you co (Random House) is must 
reading for Jerome Weidman fans, which 
is to say, a sizeable portion of the reading 
public. Certainly there are few novelists 
around today who can characterize so 
quickly and richly through conversation 
alone, who can let his people speak and 
act for themselves* It helps that he has the 
wit to draw from the racier, more dramatic 
segments of life, and that he has a thor¬ 
oughly professional way of mixing his in¬ 
gredients. before you go traces the rise of 
one Ren Ivey—the reader should have some 
tangible clue, before the end of the book, 
as to who is really meant—from shabby 
nothingness to the high peaks of political 
life. How he got there, the price others 
paid for his success, makes for swift, dyna¬ 
mic reading. 

fovtamara (Atheneum) by Ignazio Silone, 
is a unique event in the literary' world: a 
novel completely revised years after it was 
published and had become a classic of its 
kind. Long after it had been finished, and 
other works published by Silone. it con¬ 
tinued to live and grow in his imagination, 
until finally, as he says, he was “impelled 
to repaint the canvas from top to bottom.” 
The original version was forceful and mov¬ 
ing; as it is now, it has even greater depth 
of compassion and understanding of the 
evils that finally move men to fight for 
their freedom. Aside from its sharp social 
commentary, it is a good story. 

journey into crime (Random House) is 
another excursion into the incredible world 
of crime by Don Whitehead, who wrote 
The FBI Story. This time it’s told from the 
other side of the fence; these are true 
stories of the lawbreakers, and the title 
derives from the 30,000 mile journey WTiite- 
head made to gather his bizarre material. 

mark rr AM) strike rr (Holt, Rinehart and 
Winston) is a thoroughly professional job 
of autobiography by television’s Steve 
Allen. Whether or not one is enchanted 
by his comic home-screen personality, 
Steve’s book about himself makes stimulat¬ 
ing and. at times, even provocative reading. 
He is a man of opinions and fluency in 
expressing them. He is also a man who has 
attracted a full share of rich and colorful 
experiences, as much by virtue of an eagerly 
aware disposition as by the circumstances 
of his life. He was born in a theater trunk, 
but that was only the beginning. Though 
it is never stated in so many words, Steve 


Allen gives the impression of a man search¬ 
ing for something beyond and outside the 
ordinary levels of even so varied a life as 
his is. Perhaps it is this feeling that gene¬ 
rates the lambent quality that illuminates 
many of the pages of his autobiography, 
and lifts it from the run-of-the-mill showbiz 
history. 

RAY CHARLES: THE GENU'S HITS THE ROAD 
(ABCParamount) is bis first for this label. 
They have tried to showcase the whole 
range of the fabulous Charles talent in this 
one album: jazz, gospel and pop singer. 
He’s good in all three styles, no doubt 
of that. He is also a supremely sincere 
artist, carrying conviction even through some 
of the surprisingly tame arrangements 
spotted through this LP. Never mind; what¬ 
ever Ray Charles does is bound to be 
superlative, because of his innate integrity, 
and well worth listening to. And the songs 
are all good, mellowed standards, like 
4 \New York’s My Home’’. “Alahamv Bound”, 
“Carry Me Back To Old Virginny.” 

MARTHE SCHLAMME AT TOWN HALL and THE 
WEAVERS AT carnecie hall, Vol. 2 (Van¬ 
guard) are the two latest in Vanguard’s 
p**erle<s recordings of unhackneyed, un¬ 
ginger-breaded folk music. This department 
has never gotten over a prejudice against 
the inclusion of applause in taping* of live 
performances, even though, as in these two 
instances, they are richly deserved. A small 
matter, however, against the pure gems 
found here. Marthe Schlamme has a bright, 
strong voice, and a humorous wav with her 
presentations. Here she has a wide range: 
Russian, English, Mexican, Irish, Yiddish, 
and more, all of which the Town Hall audi¬ 
ence found delightful. So will the listener. 
The Weavers are up to their usual standard, 
which is a very high standard indeed. They 
bring to this new collection their old 
ingredients of taste, freshness, and homaie 
to the deep-rooted feeling that make folk 
music what it is: i.e., an easily understood 
expression of universal feeling. Some of the 
songs are newly minted by them, but so 
imbued in the authentic tradition they 
sound as “right" as the oldest ones. 

nice n’easy (Capitol) brings hack Frank 
Sinatra after too long an absence from the 
recording mikes. Since Frank delivers a 
ballad the way no one else can, it’s nice 
to know that this collection is entirely the 
sweet, smoochy type, like “Try A Little 
Tenderness," “That Old Feeling,” etc. His 


voice has followed the course of deepening 
and mellowing that became apparent some 
time hack, and Frank has gone along with 
it. Every time he sing* a lyric, he carcases 
it, and if the rhythms are a little off-beat- 
well, that’s Sinatra. 

swtNC, SWING. SWING (RCA Camden) re- 
incarnates some of the way-back-when 
Benny Goodman originals. Need anything 
more he said? Back in the mid-thirties, the 
Coodman aggregation included the like* of 
Harry James, Gene Krupa. Lionel Hampton, 
Ziggy Elman, etc., etc. Though it wasn’t 
pure jazz, it was unbeatable music of its 
kind, and brings a smile just thinking of 
it. Fats Waller’s “Handful of Keys” Alec 
Templeton’s “Bach Goes To Town.” the 
unforgettable Fletcher Henderson arrange¬ 
ment of “Chloe.” The)' sound as fresh and 
happy as they did when Goodman was get¬ 
ting pop music out of the melancholy dumps 
and into the up-beat tempos aligned with 
jazz. Besides being history, they’re good to 
listen to. 

CHANGE of THE CENTURY (Atlantic) is the 
latest of the controversial Ornette Coleman’s 
discs, one that is bound to stir up the usual 
heated discussion among jazzophiles. What¬ 
ever the term “progressive” means. Cole- 
man is certainly one of the most—no dang 
meant. His whole aim is to break through 
the harriers of tradition, and create, not a 
new form, hut a new feeling. In large part, 
he succeeds; no one can listen to this new 
album and not feel something: at times 
puzzled wonder at some of the irregular 
trails of sound that swoop out of his plastic 
saxophone: at others, sheer enchantment at 
the deep-down, clearly-communicated blues 
feeling that comes through purely and 
perfectly. At any rate, for the serious jazz 
collector, this album is one that cannot be 
ignored. 

penthouse hideaway (Decca) presents FJlis 
Larkins at the piano, with orchestra. This 
can he described a* background music—if 
you’re looking for a background for what¬ 
ever indoor sport you’re indulging in—or 
juM as very smooth, easy, unobtrusive 
listening. Ellis Larkins has a tasteful wa> 
with a piano, using unaffected arrangements 
of some not-too-ftchmalzy love songs, Stirling 
to the hare outline, while the orchestra 
discreetly hacks him up with highlights. 
Modest at first hearing, this is the kind of 
album that reveals a little something extra 
each time it’s listened to. — M. benedict 
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